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Of that Great Wo 
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ME VVilliam Drummond. 
Whoſe Labours both in Verſe & Proſe, 


\ beiog heretofore ſo precious to Prince 
H:4/y, and to King Charlery 


Shal live and flouriſh in all Ages,whiles there are men 


to read chem, or Art & Judgment ro approve them. 


Horar, Carm, Lib.t, 
—— Multag; pars mei 
Vitabit Libitinam 


OT CUE 


| LONDON, 
Printedfor William Rand: Bookſeller, at his Houſe 
over againſt the Beare Taverne in = 
Flenſtreet, 1659, 


To William Drummond of © 
Hawthornden. 


Never veſted on the Muſes bed, 
I Nor dipt my Oxill in the Theſlalian Foxnt4ine, 
My ruſtich, Muſe was rndely foftered, 
And flies too low to reach the donble monntaine. 


T hen do not ſparkss with your bright Suns compare, 
Perfeltion in a Woman! worke © rare ; 
From an untroubled mind fhould Verſes flow z 
My diſcontents makes mine too muddy ſhow ; 
And hoarſe encumbrances of houſhold care 
Where theſe remaine, the Maſes ne're repaire- 


If thow doſt extoll her Haive, 

Or her Ivory Forehead faire, 

Or thoſe Stars whoſe bright refleftion 
Thrals thy heart in ſweet ſubjebtion ; 
Or when to difþlay thow ſeeks 

The ſnow-mixt Roſes on her Cheekesr, 
Or thoſe Rubies ſoft and ſweet, 

Over thoſe pretty Rows that meet, 
The Chian Painter as aſhams'd 

Hides bus Pitture ſo far fam'd ; 

And the Oneen be carvd it by, 

With a blu(h her face doth dye, 

Since thoſe Lines do limne aCreature 
That ſo far ſurpaſt her Feature, 


Groves to Few 
elbr bth Bowphs — 


: Jo! Pwr aſe difuloct brow re, 
Fades t peerle ff Prenet m—_—_ 
Won ng x gd Y 
— monrniny dhrerute 
£ TE hs 7 thing ris ſet thee moagt, 
do weep, and Trees do-grdanc, 
| FE rin «ire, Fiſhes in flood, 
41; Bag in field forſake their food3 
She Nymph: forgoing all theip Bow're 
Gy 4 vs their Chaplers decke with Blow re; 
himſelfe with wiſty vapor 
"H frges from earth bis glorious T apor, 
> And as mov'dio heare thee plaine 
[1:58 is ” 2464 his griefe in ſhow'rs of rae. 


Mary Cuke of Moree 


To the Reader. 


Jugentons Reader, 


O ſay that theſe Poems are the ef- 
| os feds of a Genius, the moſt po« 
lite and verdant that ever the 
Scottiſh Nation produced although it be 
acommendation not to be:rejeted,; (for 
it is well known» that that Country hath 
afforded many rareand admirable wits) 
yer itis not the higheſt that may begiven 
inv; for ſhould I afftirme that neither 
Jaſo, nor Guarini, nor any of themoſt 
eat and refined ſpirits of Ttaly, nor eyen 
he choiceſt of our Engliſh Poets, can 
hallenge to themſelves any advanrages 
bove him,it could notbejudged any at- 
ribute ſaperiour to what he deſerves; 
aor ſhall I thinke it any arrogance to 
| 3:24 maintain, 
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maintain;that among all the ſeverall fan- 
cies,that intheſetimcs have exerciſed the * 
moſtnice and curious judgements,there } 
hath not come forth any ching that de- | 
ſerves to be welcom'd into the world } 
with greater eſtimation and applauſe: | 
And though he hath not had the fortune ? 
to be ſogenerally fam'd abroad, as many *? 
others, perhaps, of leſle eſteeme; yer this | 
15a conſideration that cannot at all dimi- * 
niſh, burrather advance his credit; For |} 
by breaking forth of obſcurity he will 8 
attract the higher admiration, and like ' 
the Sun emerging from a Cloud appeare | 
at length with ſo much the more forci- | 
ble Rayes, Had there been nothing extant } | 
of him bur his Hiſtory of Scotland, conſi-f 
der but the Language, how florid andy 
ornate it is; conſider the order,and the! 
rudent conduet of his Story, and you} 
will ranke him in the number of the 
beſt writers,and compare him even wit 
Thuanu himſelfe. Neither is he lefle hap 
+ Pyinkhis Verſe than Proſe : for here ar 
4, | 4 
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all choſe graces met together that conduce 
{ any thing toward the making up ofa 
! compleat and perfe& Poet, a decent and 
} becomming Majeſty, a brave and admi- 
! rable height, and a wit ſo flowing, that 
Jove himſelfe never dranke Nectar that 
ſparkled with a more ſpritlyluſtre;ſhould 
1 Idwell any longer ( ingenuous Reader) 
! upon the commendation of this incom- 
parable Author, I ſhould injure, thee by 
{ foreſtalling the freedome of thy owne 
;} judgement,and him by attemptinga vaia 
1 defigne,fince there is nothing can ſo well 


e 7 ſet him forthias his own works ; beſides 


' the loſle of time which is but trifled a- 


i- | way fo long as thou art detained from 


at : peruſlingthe Poems themlelyes. 
$1 
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TY jraſe theſe Poems wellybere do' by require 
 ſeife- ſame ſpirit, and that ſacred fire 

That firſt inſpir'd them;yet I cannot chooſe 

But pay an admiration to a Mu 

That ſings ſuch handſome things ; never brake ford; 

From Climes ſo neare the Beare,ſo bright aworth ; 

| And I beleeve the Caledonian Bow'rs 

Are full ai pleaſant, and as rich in flow'rs 

As Tempe &'re was faw'd, fince they bave nowriſh'd 

A wit the moſt ſublime that ever flanriſÞ/d ; 

There's nothing cold, or frozen, here contain'd, 
Nothin 6 ra barſh,unpoliſh'd,or conſlrantd, bs 
But fugh an ardeur as creates the ſpring, - REY 

| And throws a chearfulneſſe onevery thing ; £651 
Such a ſweet calwneſſe runs through every verſe * 
As ſbews how he delighted to converſe 

With filence, and his Mnſe,among thoſe ſhades 
Which care, nor buſie 1 umuls, e're-iwvagder; * «.M 
There would be oft, the adventares of bis loves TO 
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. Relate unto the Fourtaines and the groves, _ 
 Inſach a ftramees Laura had admir'd 61 þ 
Her Petrarch were, bad be been ſs inſpir'd. 


a 


Ted Louth fmoith and fireaming —_ 


Agr {0 deans, | 


As if be had deſign'd in one to try, 

To what apitch be conld bring Poetry , © 

For every grace ſhould be receive a Crown, 
There were not Bays enough in Helicon : 
Fame courts bu Verſe and with immortal wings 
Hover: about bus Monument, and bring# 

A deathleſſe trophy to his memory z 

Who, for ſach honour, would not wiſh to dye ? 
Never could any times afford a Story 

Of one ſo match'd unto great Sidney's glory; 

Or Fame ſo well divided, as between 
Pensbarlt's remowned ſbader,and Hawthornden, 


Edw:, Phillips. 
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oanni Scoto,Scoto-T arvatio Equiti 
prelutride Literatura optime merito. 


Arvati immenſos recolens labores 

'T ou queis partes potiore primas ' 
Aﬀferam ; baud vanis dubie Laborant 

PeRora cutis ; 


Sive quoddivz Cathedra renidens 

Ultimz,terras babitantis annos, 

Ter quater ternos veluti facer fons 
Juris, & zqui; 


Sivequod Czcos patriz receſſus BY 

Ut ſtilo pingat mage qui polito 

Teſqua,& incultas falcbras recenti p 
Inſerat Orbi? 


Sive quod vates patriz minores 
( Forte noſcendi ſerius necipſis 
Civibus) coto celebrentur Orbe 
Vindice Scoto? 


Blandiores qu'd memorem Camznas, 
Oris antiqua prope ſede pullas, 

Scedibus priſcis prope reftituras, 

Auſpice Scoto # 
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q FED ſanis quod & inſtruendos 
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+ & on curz tib1,cenſibus,quos 
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tmputatis horum | 
carz [pecimen,fatiſcunt 
trui polth,uninio recordor, 

Te duce fratrem ; 
 Nempe lic oli ſtudio & Labore 
Torvus Alcides ftygiis ab undis 
Reddiditterris domito Tritauci 
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| Theſea monſtro, 
Sic ea i bzc monumenta'vatis, 
. Ne | imperium leveri 
* Regiazult iperonnt Vhlegetonta, & Orci 
Jura luperbi. 


D. F. 
| ODE L LU LLTLELD 


De Gulielmo-Drummondo. 


Uzſivit Latio Buctananns carmine Tandem, 
= Et patios dura reſpuit aure modos 
- Cuur poſſit Latiis Buchananum vincere Muſis 
Drammondus, patrio maluit ore loqui, 
-. Major ut clt, primas binc defert Scotia, vates, 
> Vii inter Latios,ille ſecundus erat, 
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| 1 22 et UA he nes & 
To W. D. ” | 
O me willuot leave that Truff to Friend,nor Heive, 
But their ewn winding -S heat themſelves prepard 3 
Fearing,perbaps ſome conrſer Cloath might ſhropd” 
T he wormes deſcended from if eir noble Blond + ; 
And ſhalt not then (that juftliey maiſt Jaſfet wha 
Far n_ affe, in ſuch « dui negle 
Of all the Ar; avd dearth of Poetry ) 
Compoſe befora hand thme own Elegy? 
Who but thy /elfe is capable towrite 
AVerſt, or, if they can, to faſhion it 
Ento thy gs i. None can draw a Ling © 
Of thy per fett ions, bar 4 band divme, Y 7 
If thox wilt needs impoſe this T atk of'we 
(4A greater Work, thanbeft Wits can d.awy. 
we will buronly fo far Embleme Thee, « 
At ina circle, men, the Dey. 
A wreath of Bayes we'll lay upon thy Heyſe ; 
For that ſhall ſpea' e T hee better than our Verſe * 
That art in number of theſes Things, whoſe end, 
Nor whoſe Yegtaning we can bomprehend, 
A Star, which did the other Day appeare, 
T* enlighten up our dark'ned Homſpheare : 
Nor can we tell nor how, nay whence it came, 
Tet feels the heat of thy admired flame. «3 
'Twas thow that thaw'd onr North;twas thou didſt clears... 
T he eternall miſt; which had beſet ww here, 4 
Till by t by golden Beames and powerfull Ray 
Thow chai'd hence Darkneſſe, and brought ont the Day, ' 
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7 "0 fie olim ſtudio & Labore 

- Torvus Alcides Rtygiis ab undis 

- Reddidit tetris domito Trifauci 

Theſea monſtro, 


ibxc monumenta'vatis, 
timperium leveri 

ſperoant Fhlegetonta, & Orci 
| Jura fuperbi. 
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De Gulielmo-Drummondo. 


Uzſivit Latio Buctiananns carmineLandem, 
4 Et patrios dura reſpuit aure modos 

$  Cuu; poſſit Latiis Buchananum vincere Muſis 

| Drammondus, patrio maluit ore loqui, 
"Major ut clt, primas hinc defert Scotia,vates, 

- Vix iater 1m lecundus erat. 
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0 Ome willzot leave that Truff to Friend,nor Heire, 

B ut their ewn winding- Sheet themſelves prepare 3 
Fearing,perbaps ſome conrſer Cloath might ſhropd” - 
The wormes deſcended from their noble Blend © 
Andſhalt not thow (that juſftlier maiſt ſuſpet © 
Fay comrſer fufſe inſuch « dull neglett 
Of all the Arty, and dearth of Poetry) 

Compoſe before hand thme own Elagy? 
Who but thy el is capable towrite 
A Verſe, or, if they can, to faſhion it 
#nto thy 54 *None can draw a Ling ' 
Of thy perfe ions, bat 4 band divine, £33 
If thox wilt yr — this Tatk ofiie 
A greater Work than beſt Wits can d. ew). * 

bo Siltburond fo far Embleme Thee, x 
As in a circle, men, the Deity. © 
A wreath of Bayes we'll lay upon thy Heyſe ; 

For that ſhall ſpea'e T hee better than our Verſe * 
That art in number of theſ# Things, whoſe end, 
Nor whoſe begixning we can tomprehend, 

A Star, which did the other Day appeare, 

T* enlighten up our dark'ned Homnſpheare * 

Nor can we tel} nor bow, nay whence it came, 

Ter frels the heat of thy admired ame. WS: 
'Twas thou that thaw'd our North; twas thou didſt clears: 
T he eternall miſt: which had beſet tw here, © 
Till by thy golden Beames and powerfull Ray oy 
Thos chai'd hence Darkpeſſ, and brought ont the Day. * 
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But at the Sun, though be beſtow all Light 

On we, yet hinders by the ſame our fight 

To gaze on him ; So thou, though thou drſpencs 
Pay more on w by thy bright influence, 

Te ſuch « thy tranſcendent brightneſſe, we 
Thereby are dazled,and cannet reach thee; 
Then art thou leſs ned, ſhonld we borind th 27 Praiſe 
T' oxr narrow dull conceit, which cannot raiſe 
Themſelves beyond a vulgar Theame, nor flze 
eA pitch like unto thine in Poeſit ; 

Tet (as the greateſt Kings have ſometimes dain'd 
The ſmalleſt Preſents from a poore mans hang , 
Whex pure devotion gave them ) it may be 
Yowr Genius will accept a mite from me : 
It ſpeaks my Lovealtbough it reach not you 
Ling yors are praiſed, when { wonld ſo do. 


John Spotſwood, 


-'The Firſt Part; 


I TN oy firſt Prime, when childiſh Humours fed 
| Its wanton.Wit, ere I did know the Blifle 
J Lies in a loving Eye, or amorous Kiſle, - 
Or with what Sighs a:Lover warmes his Bed ; 
By tbe ſweet:Theſpian Siſters Errour led, 
I had more mind to read,than loy'd to write, 
And (o to praiſe a petfeRt Red and White; 
But | Gotl wore] knew not what was in my Head, 
Love1anl'd to ice me take to great Delight, 
To turne thoſe Antiques of the Age of Gold, 
nd that I might more Myſteries behold, 
He ſet to faire a /o/ume to my Sight, 
That I Ephemerides lard afrde, | 
Gladonthis bluſhing Book-my Death toread, 
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2 POEMS, 


SON, 


* Know that all beneath the 24-0» decaies, 


And what by Mortalls ia this World is brought, 
In Times great Periods ſhall returne to novght; 
That faireſt Srates have fatall Nights and Daies. 

I know that ail the 2/zſes heavenly Layes, 

With Toyle of Spright, which are fo dearely bought, 
As idfe ſounds, of few,or none areſought, 

That there is nothing lighter than vaine Praiſe. 

I kn6w fraile Beanty like the purple Floure, 

To which one Morne oft Birth and Death affords, 
That Love a jarring is of Minds Accords, _. 
Where Senſe and W:// bring under Reaſons Power : 
Know what I lit ,this all can not me move, 
But that (a/as) | both mult write,and love. 


SON. 


E who ſo curjoufly do paint your Thoughts, 
Enlightning ev'ry Line in luch a guiſe, 
That they ſeem rather to have fallen from Skies, 
Than of a humane Hand by mortall Draughts; 
In one Part Sorrow |» tormented lies, 
AsSif bis Life at ev'ry Sigh would patt; 
Love Here blindtolded (ſtands with Bow and Dart, 
There Hope looks pale, Defparre with flaming Eyes : 
Of my rude Penfill look not for fuch Art, 
My Wit fiad too little to deviſe 
So high Conceptions to expreile my ſazart, 
And lome {ay Love is faign'd that's too too wile. 
Theſe troubled Words and Lincs confus'd you find, 
Arc like unto thric Model, wy ck Ming. 


» He 
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POEMS, 


SON, 


yrannie, 
And all the rms 7 4moon rv Joue z 
Veriwe harh taught with her Philoſophy 
My mind ts Gomes ”y 


Reaſon may chide her fall,and oft reprove 

AﬀeRions Power, but what is gerrFr® $7 
Who ever thinke, and never thinke on Ought * 

. But that bright Cher@b-»e which thiralls my Tho 


SON, 


H Ow that vaſte Heaven intiel'd Pirft is rol'd, 


If any glancing Tewres beyond it be, 
And People living in Eternity, 
Or Eſſeace pure that doth this AEupbold 8 
What notion have thoſe fixed Sparker of Gold, 
The wandring Carbuncles which ſhine from bigh, 
By Sptights, or Bodics crofſe- waies inthe Skie, 
If they be turn'd, and mortall Things behold, | 
How Sx» poſts Heaven aboat, bow Nights p« #- 
With borrowed Beames lookes ownthi onde 
hat cauſe faire /ri4 bath, and Monſters ſcene | 
In Aires large Fields of light, and Sexs profound, 
Did bold my wandring Thoughts, when thy ſweet Eyg 
Bade me tcave all;arid only thiake on Thee, - / 
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SON ; 
Ay JV Hen are noir wolidettully wean ht. 


V all Anriſtelas Parts, except ber Eyes5''! - 


Þ 


To make thoſe T'wihs two Lamps in Branties 
She Counſeltot: bet Seary Sexare lought, 
Mar: ad Spolo firlt did ber adviſe; *- . 
To wrap in Colont ,thoſe Comets bright, ' . 
Thyet Love him fo might ſoberly iſe; CI 
And unperceived Wound at every Sight. 

Chaſte Phabe {pale forpurelt azure Iles ; 

But Joveand Yeww green about the Light, | 

- , F To frame thoughtbelſtzas bri moſt-Delight,-;- 
That to pin'd Hearts Hope might for ayearile: © + + 
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Nature \all ſaid] a Paraiiſe of” [a5 outs 
There plac'd, to make alljoy: which have them ſeen, 
SON, 
$,y 


y IN” while the Vight ber ſable Vaile hath ſpred, ' 
And filently ber relty Coach dotbrolle;! © 

| Rowling with Her from' Terbu azure Bed, <1 
;} Thoſe ſtarry Aympbr which dance aboutthe Poleg' // 
of While Cyoeb4 inpureſtCiptex cledy? 1» 15:1 D001 16l 
The Latmias ard in a Trance deſcries, ': | 7 
And looking pale from height of all the Skies,/. | * 
She dies her Beauties in a bluſhing Red; 12 
| While S/zep (in Triumph) cloſed hath all Eyes; ' © / 't 
1 4d Birds, and Beaſts a Silence ſweet do keep,” + 
. if 5nd Prottas monſtrous People in'theDeepy «7! 220 
(1 | The Windsand Waves (bu(ht up)ro reſt entifſe; 7 155 <7 
IwakezTtarne, I weep opprett with Pajne, > 4 
Perplex'Fiqths Acandeys of wy Braines- © -! v6 
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POEMS; 


6 


| 8ON, 


And yet o're me to ſpread thy drow 


SON, 


Gon frlnne Child;(weet Father of foft Reſt, 
Prince whoſe ogy Peaceto all Mortals brings, 

Indifferent Hoſt to Shepheards and to Kings, 

Sole Comforter of Minds which are 6ppreſt. 

Loe, by thy Charming Rod all breathing Things 

Lie ſlumbring, with Forgetfuloneſſe p 


, 
Wings 


Thou ſpar't (ales) who cannot bethy Guelt. 
Since I am thine;O come, but withtirat Face 
To inward Light whichthou art wont to ſhew, 
With fained Solace eaſe a true felt Wor ; 
Orif;deafe God thou do deny that Grace, 
" Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath, 
to kifle the /mage of my Death. 


Aire Afodur who with thy cold and filver Shine, 
Makes ſweet the Horror of the dreadfull Night, 
D6lighting the weake Eye with ſmiles divine, 
Which Plebas dazels with bis too much Light, 
. Bright Queen of the fr# Heaver,it in thy Shrine 
© By turning oft,and Heavens eteroall Might, 
_ Thou haſt not yetthat evce /weee Fire of thine 
Endemion,torgot, and Lovers Plight 3 
It Cauſelikethioe may Pity weed in thee, 
And Pity ſomewhat elſe toit obtaine, 
$jnce thoa haſt Power of Dreames as well as He 
That bolds the golden Rod, and Morall Chaine : 
- Now while Sheflceps in dolefull Guiſe her Show, 
Thelo Texresand the black Map of ail mp'Wor. 
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POEMS. - the 


SON, 


F_ of Heavens Chriſtall Hall that brings the 
Eye-dazeler, who makes the ugly Night (Houres, 
At tby Approach flie to ber ſlumbry Bowres, 
And fills the World with Wonder and Delight. 
Life of all lives, Death»giver by thy flight 
To the ſouth Pole from theſe fixe Signes of ours, 
Gold-{mith of all tbe Stars, with Silver bright 
Who Moone enamells, Apelles of the Flowers. 
eAb from thoſe watry Plaines thy golden Head 
Raiſc up,and bring the ſo long lingring Morxe, 
A Grave,nay Hell,I find become this Bed, 
This Bed ſo grievouſly where 1 am torne : 
Bur woe & me though thou now be the Day, 
Day ſhall but ſerve moe Sorrows to diſplay, 


FOEMS, 


_ SONG. 


T was the time when to our Northerne Pole 

The brighteft Lampe of Heaven begins to role, 
When Earth more wanton in new Robcs appeareth, 
And ſcorning Skies her Flowres in Rams bows beareth, 
On which the Aire moiſt Dramond: doth bequeath, 
Which quake to feels the kiſſing Lephires breath : 
When Birds from ſhady Groves their Lowe forth warble, 
And Sea-like Heaven, Heaven looks like ſmootbeſt Har- 
When [ in fimple conrſe free from all Cares, (ble, 
Far from the muddy Worlds inſluving ſnares. 
By Oras flowry Bankes alone did wander : 
Ora that ſports hey like to old Meander, 
PA Floud more worthy Fame and latling praiſe 
Then that ſo bigh which Pha&tons fall did raiſe : 
By wheſe pure moving Glaſſe the Milke-whue Lillies 
Do areſſe therr tr: ſſes and the Daffadillies, 
Where Ora with aFood ts cr)wn'd about 
Anil ſeems) forgets the way bow to come out, 
PA place there t, where a delicious Fountaine 
Springs from the ſwelling bre#t of a proud Mountain, 
Whaſe fall: ng Streames the quiet Cavernes wound, 
And mak: - Echoes ſhrill reſound that ſound, 
The Lawrel! there the ſhing Chann:{| graces, 


The Palm her Love with l.ng ftretch'd Arms embraces, | 


T he Poplar ſpread: ber Branches to the Skie, 

And hides from fight that azire Canopy. 

The Streams the Treer,theTregs their leaves ſtill nouriſh, 

T hat Place grave Winter finas »0t without f{:ur'ſi. 

If lroing Eyes Elyſian figlds eonld fee 

Thu little Arden wght Elyſinm be, 

Of: did Diana rhere her ſelfs repsſe, 

Ad Vis the ACKIaua Qrocn exe: oſe. t 
The 


(Like evenag Clo. ds) me jlac'd | mot nor wi ker.” 
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The Nymphs oft kere their backers bring with Flow 17, 


And Anadems weave for their Paramonrs, 

The Satyres in thoſe ſhades are beard to langniſh, _. 
And meks the Shepheards partners of thery anguiſh, 
The Shepheards who in Barkgs of tender Trees 

Do grave their Loves, Diſdaines, and Jealouſies : 
Which Phillis when there by Hor Flocks ſhe feedeth, 
With Pitty now, anon, with lawghter readeth. 

Nears t0this place when Sun in midſt of Day 

In higheſt rop of Heawen his Coach did ſtay, 

And (45 adviſing) ou bis Career glanced 

As all along that morne be had advanced 

Hu pamting Steeds along thoſe Fields of light, 
Aoft princely looking from that glorious height : 
When moſt the Gra(hoppers are heard in Meadows , 
And loftieſt Pres or ſmall,or have no ſhadew: : 

It was my hap, O wotull hap ! :o bide 

Where thickeſt (hades me from all Raies did hide, + 
In a faire Arbor,'twas ſome >ylvans Chamber, 
Whoſe Seeling ſpred was with the Locks of Amber 
Of new bloom'd Sicamors, Floore wrought with Flow'ys, 
More ſweet and rich than thoſe in Princes Bow'rs. 
Here adon bluſh/t,and Clitia all amh:2:ed 

Looks pale, wth Him who in the Fonntaine gazed, 
The Amaranthus ſmyl'd,and that ſweet Boy 

Which ſemetin:e was the God of Delos joy : 

The brave Carnation, fpeckled Pinke here ſhined, 
The Wiolet her fainting Head declined 

Beneath a fleepy Chaſbow,all of Gold 

The Marigold her leaver did bere unfold. 

Now while that raviſt'd with delight and wonder, 

Halfe'n a trance { lay thoſe Arches nnder; 

T ve |. afon, filence, place, begant' entiſe; 

Eye: growſie lids 10 bring Night on their Skjes, 
Which ſeftly having ſtolen theme [ves together 


OP 


As 


——— 


LOBE IS: TEASED ey .-v 


Of ——_ more ſweet than Late or woice, 
: 
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As Coward: leave the Fort which they ſhonld heey, 

Ay ſenſe: one by one gave plage to Sleep, 
Whe followed with a troupe of golden Slumber: 

Thraft from my quiet Brame all baſe encumbors, 
end thrice me touching with his Rod of Gold, 

A Heaven of Vifpons in my Temples roll'd, 

To countervaile thoſe Pleaſures were bereft me, 
T heu in bus filemt Priſon clo1'd be left me, 

Me thenght throwgh all the neighbour Woods 4 noiſe 


( For thoſe harmonons ſounds to Jove are given 
By the ſwift toxches of the nine-ftring'd Heaven, 
Such airer,and nothingelſe ) did nonnd mine Eare, 
Wo Soule but would become aff Eaxe to heare ; 
And whilft 1 it ning lay,O lovely wonder ! 
I ſaw 4 pleaſant Mirtle cleave aſunder ; 
PA Mirtle great with birth,from whoſe rent wombe 
Three #aked Nymphs wore white than Snow forth come. 
For Nymphs they ſeems'd, about their heavenly faces 
In Waves of Gold fleted their curling Trefſes, 
About their armet,their Armes more white than milke, 
They bluſhing Armlets wore of crimſon Silks, 
The Goddeſſes were ſach that by Scamander, 
Appeared 19 the Phrygian Alexander: | 
Aglaia and her Sifters ſuch perchance 
Be when about ſome ſacred Spring they dance, 
Bout ſcarce the Grove their naked Beanties graced, 
And on the Verdure had each other traced 
When to the Floud they rau,the Flond in Robes 
Of curling Chriftall their brefts Ivory Globes 
Dil all about incircle, yet took pleaſure 
To ſhow white Suows throughout her liquid Azure. 
Look how Prometheus Man when beavenly fire 
Firſt gave him Breath, Daies Brandowdid admire, 
And wondred «t this Worlds Amphitheater: 
Sogaz'd [ onthoſe mew gueſts of the Water, 


a 
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All three were faire, yet one excel d as far 
The reſt as Phozbus doth the Cyprian Star, 
Or Diamonds, ſmall Gemi,or Gems do other, 
Or Pearls that (hning ſhell « calfd their Mother, 

Her Haire more bright than are vhe Mornings Doamn: 
Hung in a g {den(hewer above the Streames. 
And dangling ſenght ber fore-head for to cover, 
Which ſeen did ſtraight a Skie of Milke diſcover, 
With two faire Brows, Loves Bows which newer bend 
But that a golden Arrow forth they fend 
Beneath the which two barring Vianets glancing 
Fla(bt flames of Love, for Lov: there bill danorng, 
Her ether Cheeke reſembles bluſhmg Horne, 
Or Roſes Gueles in field of Lilites bortns 8 
*T wixt which an Ivory Wall ſo farre ts raiſed, 
That it is but abaſed when it's prarſag. 
Hey Lips lize Row: of Corrall ſoft dial ſwell, 
And th”. one like th' other only doth excel : 
The Tyrian Fiſh (#0%s pale, pale lvoh abs Roſor, 
The Rabies pale, when month ſwark Chevrycloſer, 
Her Chin like ſilver Phczbe did appeare 
Darke in the midſt 18 make the reſt mare cleave 3 
Her Neck, ſeem'd fraw'd by cariows Phndins Mafter, 
Moſt ſmooth, maſfi white, apeece of Alab ater, 
T wo foaming Biflows flow'dugon her breſft, 
Which did their rops with Corral red encreft : 
There all about as Brooks them ſport at leiſure, 
Wwh Circling Branches veine? did ſweh im awure t 
11thin theſs crooks are only found thoſe Iles | 
Which Fortunate the dreaming old World ftrleg. 
The rift the Streames did bide, but as a Lily 
Sunks in aChriſt {1 faire tranſparent Belly. 

I who jet humane weakme fſe did not how, 

(For jet I had not felt that Archeri Bow, 
Nor 6 uld I thinks that from the coldeſt Water 
Tle wnged Tongling burning Flame: could ſcatter) 


On 
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On art my vigabouding fight 

Did oa av fr bu. wry E $.- ; Delight, 

O wondrous thing (f4id 1) that Beauty i named'þ - 
Now I perceive] heretofore have dreamed, a 
Mut never found int all wy flying Daies 
Foy anto this, which'only merits praiſe. 
My pleaſures have been paines, my comforts croſſes, 
My treaſure poverty,my gaines but loſſes. 

O precioxe fight ! which none doth elſe deſcry 

Except the burning Sun,and quivering I. 

And yet O deare-bonght Sight ! O would for ever 

I mighy enjoy you,or hat joy'd you never ! 

© happy Flowd ! if ſo'ye might abide, 

Tet ever glory of rite Moments Pride, 

Adjure gowr. Riblets all for to bebold Her, 
And in their Chriffell Armes to come and fold Her . 
And fith ye may not bong this Blifſe embrace, AF 
Draw thouſand Ponrtraits of Her on your Face, 
Pownrtraits which i» my Heart be more apparent, 

If like t6 yours my BroſÞ but were tranſparent, 

O that | were while Sbe doth in you play, 

A D aulphine to'tyawſport Hey 10 rbe'Se4 : 

To news of all thoſt Gods I would Her render, 

From Thule to Inde chongh I ſhould with Her wander, 
Oh! what i thus ? the more [ fixe mme Eye, 

Mine Ee the mpre'new Wonders doth efpie, 

The more I fpie, th moore in wncomh faſhion 

Al) Soute us raviſhd in a pleaſant paſſion. 

| But looks not Eyes; ( as more 1 wonld have ſaid ) 
A ſound of yatling Wheeler me all diſmaid, 

And with the ſoxnd forth from the trembling Puſher, 
With ftorme.liks touyſe a ſumption Char ruſhes, 
A Chariot alf of Sdid,the Wheeles were Gold, 

The Nales and Axrl Gold on which it roll d1 

T he upmoſtpart a Soaplet Vailr' did cover, ' d 
ro mich rhdn Danaes Lap fpred with” ber Lovers * - 
KK. 
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In midſt of {tin 4.dri Chaireye on bh anos 


A Lady ſate miragalouſty faire, . own i oo 
Whoſe — Countenance and looks of Monany, -\\\ 
Do more allare the mind that thinkech e@ Hergiind ind 0 
Thangheraſft wanton Fare and antorem Enet; ti ov C 
That Amathas or fowry 'Paphogſeas,.'\..,\ ar oY 
A Crae of Faria made # Ring about Her," » chum YO » 


The Diamond (be they ſtem the Gold without Howy\: tbe , 
Such þ aye when 20 the Billows rax@nc;,.\ 11 I 1 
With Mermaid: nice ſbe denceth onthe Shirez, i hat 
So in a ſable Night tbe Swns bright Sifbey... > rin) wi , 
Among the leſſer iwinckling Lighanttringlifiey: 1d vi 
Fiire Yo + of Ermelings whoſe Clowr pafſe - \ 1 bc 14 
The whiteſt Ky nows 0849e4, (orempina Face, 4515 wo kn 


But long it dig nor bidg, ben prore theſs Streamer, -.)' 
Aye "x it made, tr an{perting thoſerich Gemwedy: wr mn; \\1 
Ani by ther Borchewbigter, fwifupdrintd.\ \ <4 
Tilt ( «me thought) ith Tom'r arkiveds | NN 

Upon a Rocko if all frining,c (darg. 12\ \ ih yu wg 
With Dia weonght this Caſtell did uppeare; . \\ \g 
Who ring ſpirgs of \Gold ſa bigh theWreatad:::\ in) hah, 
That Atlas;/che it ſeermdthe Heaven phay braved; 'n 1 \ 
Amidſt which Highty aw clrcber didearge. \\1 (rh (Nt 
( Artbes wbich guilt Elances by andiſ-48\0he Skies Þ\ + ( 
Of ſparking. T epaces;Rroudy Gorgeamty dmupley "x \ ns 


(Like to a, þ van) acrtd'T; & Nd rok 
TheWalli noWindows {nt ths Wall. ' 40 
I: but one Window, Nigbtuthere doc fall -. \: ak 


More whets the Sump teftorne oy 4 ry vt by 
Than inows Zenith wheat Noone Heſpinorb. - \. - 13.) 
Two flaming Hills the paſſage ſtrait diferd: i» fi a IV 
Which to this radiant Bailfing doth aſcend, «1 key\ _* 


U rebing tapzan 4a Pilaftre-; . «4 240M 


A Port ſtands #pev,rain din Loves Difattce 1 what 
"TY! | Foh | 
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For wone that mrrow-Bridge and gate ean paſſe, 

Who have their Faces ſeen in Venas Glaſſe. 

1f thoſe with, bas to come forth do venter, 

That fately Plavs agame they never enter. 

The Precinit's flreugrhened with «Dutch of Feare!, 

In which deth ſmell a Lake of Inky Teares 

Of madding Lower:,who abide their moaning, 

And thickes rom the Aire with piteens groaning. © 

This Hold to brav# the Shzos the Deſtines fraw'd, 

And then the Fort of Chaſtity & naw/d. 

The Onren of the thivd Hravewouce to appell it, 

The God of Thrace'Heve brought who could wot thrdll it; 

For which he vow .# we're Arno: more to put on, 

Hng on Riphcan Fhliwas brard to groan. - 

Here Pſyches Lover bar tes his Darts as randon, 

Fhich all for wong by bims ſerve, at doth his Brandon, 
What gylevo ue Affony did evade my Mind? 

When is thar Place wy Hope 1 faw confie'd, 

Where with high-wowrimy Thoughtr only reacht her, 

Which did burne ap rhthy Wing rwhert they approacht her, 

Me thought I ſer me by a Cyprelle ſhade, 

Ang Night and\Day the Hyatimthe there read 3 


. And that bewailing Nightingates did borrow 


Plants of my Plarn, and ſorrow! 'of my Sorrow, 
Ay food was Worigowoed, mitt own Teares my drivke, 
HM) reſh, ou Doath and fad AMiſbipsrio thinke, 

And for ſuch Thaughts to have-nty Heart enlarged, 
And taſe mine Eyer with brinie'Tribdute thoyes 
Over a Brook Nai my pramy Face : : 

But then the Brooks griev'd «t my Diſyrave, 

A Face Me ſrewaſopind, ſat; ewir linked, © 
That at the Sight afr ay d moe Eyes them ſhrowted. 
This « the gaerdon Lovertby u the Gaine, © 

Tn end which to:thy- Servants doth remarne.” | 
More would I ſay ; when Feare wade 5lcep toleave me 
And of theſe fayall Shadows didbrrenve me. 


Bus ' 
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But ah alas ! inſtead to dreame of Love, 
AndWees, I now them in effett did prove : 

For what into my troubl 'd Bramne was painted, 
Awak'd I found that T ime and Place preſented. 


SONNETS. 
A H burning Thoughts now let me take ſome Reſt, | 
And your tumultuous Broyles a while appeaſe: 
Is't not enough, Stars, Fortune, Love moleſt 
Me all at once, but ye n- ult too diſpleaie? 
Let Hope (though falſe) yet lodge withia my brelt, 
 F My high Attempt (though dangerous) yet praiſe: 
What thoughI tsace not right Heavens lteppy W 
It doth ſuffice my Fall (hall make me bleſt. 
I do not doaton Dajes, I teare not Death, 
So that my Life be good, T wiſh't not long; 
Lerme Renown'd live from the Worldly Throng, 
And when Heaven liits, recall this borrowed Breatly 
Men but like Viſions are, Time all doth claime, 
$1 He lives who dies to win a laſting Name. 


SON. 
Hat learned Grecia» who did lo excell 
In Knowledge paſſing Senle, that he is nam'd 
Of all the after Worlds D-vere, doth tell 
That all the Time when firſt our Soules are fram'd, 
Ere in theſe Manſions blind they come to dwell, 
They live bright Rayes of that Ererxall light, 
$ Andothers (ec, know, love, in Heavens great height, 
| Not toyid with oaght to Reaſon do rebell, 
It is molt true, for (traight at the firſt ſight 
My Mind me told that 1n ſome other place 
It elſewhere ſaw th' [dea of that face, 
Andlov'd a love of Heavenly pure delight. 
What wonder now [ feele io faire a flame, 
vith I her lov'd cre on this Earth She came? 
" Nor 
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NZ Arne, nor: Mincinenor [tately Tibers 
Sebethw, nor the Flood into whoſe ſtreames 
He fell who burnt the world with borrowed beames, 
Gold-ralling Tags, Afnnda, tamous 1ber, 

Sorgue, Roſne, Loire, Garron, nor proud-baoked Seine, 
Penewus, Phaſis, Xanthws, bumble Laden, 

Nor She whoſe Nymphes exceil her loved Aqgon 
Faire Tame/55, nor [fer large, nor Kheine, 
Emnphrates, Tigre, Indus, Hermus, Gange, 

Pear Hydether, Serpent-like Meanger, 

The Floud which rqbbed. Hero of Leander, 

Nile that far far his hidden Head doch-range, 

Have ever had ip rare. acauſc of praile, 

AS Ore where this Northerne Phenix [taycs, 


 $0N. 


O heare my plaints faire River Chriſtalline 
Thou in a(ilent lumber ſeems to (tay, 
Delicious Flowers Lilly and Columbine, 
Ye bow your Heads whenI my Woes diſplay. 
Forreſts1n you the Mirtle, Palme 20d Bay, 
Have bad compaſlion liſtning to my groancs, 
The Winds with ſighs bave ſolemniz'd my moanes 
*Mong leaves, which whiſper'd wbatthey could not ſay, 
The Caves,/the Rocks, the Hills, the Sy/vans Thrones, 
(As\t Evenpitty did in them appeare,) 
Have at my ſorrow rent their.ruthleſle (tones, 
Each thing I find bach lence except my Deare, 
Who dothnot thinke I love, or willnot know 
My Griefe, perchance delighting 1a my woe, 


Sweet 


ct 
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Weet Brook, in'whoſe cleare Chyillall I my cyes- 
Have ofe ſeen greatio labour of theis teareS,: ,, 
Enamell'd Banke whole (bjning gravellbewes 
Theſe {ad CharaAersiof My, MUCLICS31 2 oF, 1\ TRAN 
High Woods, whoſe mouating tops metigee the Spbears, 
Wild Cirizeas, Amphien; of the Trecs,, Oh 4 © | 
You gloomy Groves at hotteli Ngops which freeze, 
El) fian (hades which Phat + cy dg { 
Valte ſolitary Mountgines:plealans Plaines,” . 
Embroydred Meads that OceamWhign yon reac z 
Hills, Dales, Springs, 'AllLwhommy 
Totake part of my plaints,and learae,y 
Willthat temorielefle faire cre pi Coupe 1 
Of gracenow un{werit ye ought; knew a tVe,:'!s, 


. SON 1 


VV lth flaming Horns:the Bu nowibringsthe yeare, 


Mclt do the Aſowntaerns touling Jpadsdt Sngfw, 
be ſilver Rivers in ſmooth Channel flaws,.: ©. c- +. 
he Late-bare Wopds green dnadragie gat wearce. .. 

The Nigbtiogall forgetting Wimers Wars, | 
-als ap the lazy A1orne hepaotes to beats... 
pread are thoie How'rs Which naman of\ Princet boars, 

ome red, tome 2zure, white, 0d golden grow: - 
cre lowes a Heifer,there be-wailzng (kg x66 
ba! mclefie Lambe, not far a Stag rebounds ;. 

he Shepheards ſig tograaing llvcks (weaLayes, 

\nd all about the Echoing Aug retopnds, | |. 1 ont 
Hils, Dales, Woods, Flouds, > ev'ry thing doth chavge, 
But She in r-gowr, [in Love ahh licange, 


C | That 
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SON. 


_ 
Hat I ſo lendetly ſer forth my Mind, 
Writing | wot not what intagged Rimes, 
Orecharg'd witb byrafſe in theſe © golden Times 
When otherRowre fo bigh;ym left þ) Lv 
I crave not Phebw leave bn ſacred Cell 
To bind my Brows with freſh Howias Baies; 
But leeve't (@fhole-who toning Sweetelt Laies 
By Tempe ſit; or Apanipper Well; - | 
Nor yet to /ewww:Tree do I aſpire, 
Sith She for whonsI-might »ffe@that praiſe, 
My belt attempts with-cruell-words gainſaies, 
And 1fee Sd others me admire. 
Of weeping: d{jrrbe the Crowne is which I crave, | 
With a ſad:Cypre + to adorne wy Grave. | 


MADRIGALL., 


27 7 Hera She ſmiles ] find 
More x. 7 nc mine Eyes, 


Than when wo are 1 

Brings to our Ward flvwry Paradiſe : 
But when She gemly weeps, ** 

Ana poures forth peathy - td 

On cheeks faire bluſhing flowers, - 

A ſweet melancholy my ſenſe: keeps, 

Both feed ſo my diftaſe, - 

So much both'do me pleaſe, 

T hat oft I. adowbt, which more my heart doth burye, 
Lovc ts behold her ſwile, or Puty monrne, 
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SON. 


M: Teares may well NzwidienLions tame, 

And aufs «rr ror heart 

That ever Pyrrba dideto Maid impart; 

When She them firſt of bluſhing Rocks did frame; 

Ab Eyes which only ſerve to waile my ſmart, 

How long will you my inward Woes proclaime,. - 

May 't not ſuffice you beare n —_— q 

All Night;at daybut'yoa maſt do the fame?» 

Ceaſe idle Sighs to{pend your Stormes in vaine, | 

And theſe (weet filent thickets to tnoleſt, 

Containe you in the Priſon of my Breſt, | 

You donot caſe but gggravmte my Paine; 
Or if burſt forehyou mult, that Tempeſt 
In fight of ber whom I fo denrely love, 


SON. 


'"! | Ru 
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Y Oareſtlefle Seasappeaic yourroaring Waves, 


My 


Agd you who raiſe huge Mountaines in that Plaing 
Aircs Trumpeters,your hideous ſoandscomaine, 
And liſten to the plaints my griefe doth cauſe. 
Eternall Lights ! though adamantine Laws 
Of Deſtinics to move ſtill yoa ordaine, 

urne hither all your Eyes,your Axels pauſe, 

nd wonder at the Torments 1 ſuſtaine. 

ad Excth, if thou made dull by my diſgrace 

Ze not as (cnſcleſſe, aske thoſe Powers above 

hy they ſo croſt a Wretch brought on thy Face, 

ram'd for miſhap, th! Anachorit of Love, 
And bid them (that no more Ernaes may burte 
To Erimanh' or Rhodepe me turne. 
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I Fcroſt with all miſhaps. be my poore Life, TP 
If one ſhort day Ineveripentinmirth, +, 
If my Sp'cit with it ſelte, bolds lalting rite, 
If ſorrows death is but new ſorrows birth; | 
If this vajine World be:but a mournfall Stage, 
Where flave-borne Map plaics tothe laughing Stars, 
If Youth be toſs'd with Love, with Weakneſle Age, 
It Knowledge ſeryesto bold our Thoughts jn Wars, 
It Time can cloſe the bundred Menchs of Fame, . 
Andhnake what's long ſince paſt, like that's to be, | 
It; y only bean Cdle Name, + 
If bHng borne I-was'bat borne to dye ; 

Why feck I to;prolong theſe loatbſome daics ? 

The faireſt Rofe in ſhorteſt time decaies. 


SON. 


A Llother Beauties howſoe're they ſhine 
In Haircs mace bright than is the golden Ore, 

Or checks more faire than faireſt Eglantgne, 
Or hands like hers'that-comes the Sun before : 
Match'd withthat Heavenly Hew,and ſbape divine, 
With thoſe deare Stars which my weak thoughts adore, 
Look but'as ſhaddows; or if they be more, 
It is ia this, that they-are like to thine. | 
Who ſees theſe Eyes, their torce that doth not prove ? 
Who gazeth on the dimple of that chia, 
And finds-not Yew Son entrench'd therein, 
Or hath not ſence, or knows not what is Love? 

To tee thee had Narc:ſws bad the grace, 

He would have died with wondring on tby Face. 


Tie 


SEXTAIN, : 
He Heaven doth not cont aine ſo many SANs, 
E $— level'd lye ſo many leaves in Woods,  -: 
When Antnmne 4vd cold Boreas ſound their Wars,” - 
So many Waves have wot the Ocean Floods, - w; 
As my torn Mind hath torment: all the Night, 


And Heart ſpend) Sigh:,when Phatbus brmegs the Light. . 


Why was I madea Partner of the Light; 

Who croft in birth, by bad aipett of Stars, 

Have never fince had happy Daywor Night? 

Why was not{ a liver in the Woods, 

Or Citizex of Thetis chriftall Floods, / 

But frans'd a Man for Love and Fortunes Wars? 


I look each Day when Death ſhonld end the 
UncvillWars twixt Senle and Reaſons Li 
My Paines [ count to Momntaines, Meads a 
And of my ſorrow Partners maks the Stars, 
All Deſolate I haunt the ſearfull Woods, 
When 1 (how/d grove mp ſclfe to reſt at Night, 


With watckfull Eyes I ner behold the Night 

Mather of Peace, but ah to me of Wars, 

Ang Cynthia Queew like ſhining throngh the Woods, 
But ſtraight thoſe Lamps come «nu my thought whoſe Light 
My Judgement dazel'd, paſſing brighteſt Stars, 

And then my Eyes in-iſle themſelves with Floods. 


T wrne to their Springs againe firſt ſhall the Floods,” 
Cleare ſhall the Sun the ſad and gloomy Night, 

To dance aboxt the Pole ceaſe (hall the Stars, 

The Elements renew their ancient Wars 

Shaft firſt, a:d be depriv'd of Place axd Light, 


Ere [ find reſt in City, Fields, or Woods. 
C 3 End 
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End theſe my daies you Inmates of the Woods, 
Take this my Life ye deep and raging Flouds, 
Sun never riſe to clears me with thy Light, 
Horror a»d Darknefle keep « /«ffing Night, 
Conſungy te Care with thy txreſtme Wars, 
And ftay your Influence re me bright Stars. 


In v4ine the Stars.th' Inhabitants ob) Woods, 
Care, Horror, Wars I call and raging Floods, 


For all bave ſworne ne Night ſbell dim my Sight. 
L SON. 
Sacred Bluſh etpurpling Cheekes, pure skies 


With crimſon Wings which (pred thee like the 
O baſhfull look ſent from thoſe ſhining eyes, ( Horze, 


Which ſliddown on Earth doth Heaven adorne. 
OT bich moſt luſhious NeAar lies, 
That 


ce both blefſe and makeforlorne, 
Deare corrall Lip which Beaxty beautifies, 
That trembling before her words were borne. 
And you her Words, Words no, but golden Chaines 
Which did inſlave my eares, enſnare my ſoule, 
Wiſe Image of her Mind, Mind that containes 
A power all Power of. Sexſes for to controule : 

. So ſweetly you from Love difſwade do me, 
_ "That Ilove more, if more my Love can be. 


Sound 
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Orr boarſe ſad Lare,trac witnelle of my woe, 
And ſtrive no more to cale (elfe-cholen.paine 
With ſoule-enchaating ſounds, your accems traine 
Unto thele teares inceſſantly which flow, 
Sad Treeble weep, and you dull Bafles (bow 
Your Maſters ſorrow 5w-4 delefall firaine z 
Let rever joyfull Hand.upon you go, 
Nor Conſort keep but when you do complaine, 
Flie Phawbw Raies, abbor the irkeſome Light, 
Woods ſolitary (hades for thee are beſt, 
Or tbe black horrours of the blackeſt Night, 
When all the #0r/d4 fave Thong and I darelt : 
Then ſound (ad Lute and beare a mourning part, 
Thou Hel canſt move, though not a Womans Heart. 


SON, 


N vaine I haunt the cold and Silver Springs, 

To quench the F ever burning 1a my veines, ; 
In vaine ( Loves pilgrim) Mountaines, Dales and Pains 
I over-run, vaine belp long zb{cnce bungs, 
In vain my Friends your Connſell me con(traines 
To fly, and place my Thoughts on other things; 
Ahlike tbe Bard that fired bath ber Winvgs, 
The more /move the greater are my paines, 
D- ſire (alas) Defire a Zenxis new, 
From th' Orzent borrowing Gold, from Weſtern $kies 
Heavenly Cizabre, (cts before my Eyes 
[a every place, her Haire, ſweet look, and Hue: 

That flie,run, reſt 7,all doth prove but vaine, 

My life lies in thoſe Eyes which have me ilaine. 


C 4 Slide 


POEMS: 


S'ON.* 


Lide ſoft Aire Forrh; @& make 2 Chriſt all Plaine, 
Cnt your white Eveks;x1d on your forumy Face 
Let nota wrinkle be, when you embrace 
The Bout that Ra#rhs Perſe tions doth containe. 
Winds wonder;andttirovugh wondting hold your pace ; 
Or if that ye your heres cantiotreſtraine 
From ſending ſighs, feeling 4 Lovers Caſe, 
Sigh,and in het faire haire your (elves enchaine. 
Or take theſe ſighs which abſence makes arile 
From my oppreſſed breſt, and fill the failes, 
Or ſome {weet breath new brought from Paradiſe - 
The floudg do fitvife, Love ore the winds prevailes; 
And yet buge Waves ariſe, the caule is this, 
The Ocean (trives with Forth the Boat to kifle, 


SON. 


Ruſt not ſweet ſonle thoſe curled waves of Gold 

& Viithgentle Tides that on your Te-ples flow, 
Nor Temples {pred with Fizkes of Virgin ſnow, 
Nor ſnow of Cheeks with Tyriaw graine enrold. 
Truſt net thoſe ſhining Lights which wrought my woe, 
When firſt 1'did'their azure Rajes behold, 
Nor voice, wholſetourids more ſtrange effeRts do ſhow 
Than of the F hyacian Harper have been told - 
Look to this dying L:{y, fading Roſe, 
' Parke Hyacinche,of late whole bluſhing Beames 
Made all the neighbouring herbs and graſſerejoyce, 
And thinke how little is twixt Lifes extreames z 

T he cruel Tyrant that did kill thote Flow'ts 

Shall once, ze me, not ſpare that Spring of yours, 


In 


4 


In 
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IR Minds pure Glafſe when I my (elfe behold, 
And lively (ce how my beft dates are ſpent, 
W hat clouds of care above my head are rold, 
What comming ill, which | cannot prevent : 
Ny courſe begun [ wearjed do repent, | 
And would embrace what Reaſon oft hath told, 
But ſcarce thus thinke I, when Love hath controld 
All the belt reaſons Reaſon conld invent. 
Though ſare 1 know mylabours end is griefe, 
The more | ſtrive that I the more (hall pine, 
That only death ſhall be my laſt reliefe : 
Yet when I thinke upon that face divine, 
Like one with Arrow ſhot,in laughters place, 
Maugre my Heart, | joy in my diſgrace. 


SON. 


FRY Quiriſter,who fromthoſe ſhadows ſends 
Ere that thebluſhing Morne dare ſhew ber Light, 
Such fad lamenting ltraines, that Nighe attends 
( Becomeall Eare) Stars (tay to heare thy plight, 
It one whoſe priete even reach of thought tranſcends, 
Whone're | not in a Dreame ] did taſte Velight, 
May thee importane who like caſe pretends, 
And ſeems to joy in woe, 1n Woes deſpight. 
Tell me f ſo may thou Forraxe milder try, 
And long long ſing ) tor what thou thus complaines, 
Since W1wer*s gone, and Su» indapled skie 
Enamour'd ſmiles on Woods and flowry Plaines ? 

The Bird, asif cy quettions did her move, 

With trembling wings ligh'd forth { /ove, { love. 
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SON. 


Cruell Beauty, (weetneſſe inhumane, 
| That night and day contends with my deſire, 
And (ecks my bope to kill,not quench my fire, 
By Death, not Baulme to eaſe my pleaſant paine. 
Though ye my thoughts tread down which would aſpire 
And boaad my bliſle, do not «/a dildaine 
That I your matehle(ſe worth and grace admire, 
And for their cauſe theſe torments ſharpe ſultaine. 
Let great Empedocles vaunt of his death . 
Found in th: midſt of thoſe Sicilian flames, 
And Phaeton that Heaven him reft of breath, 
And Dedals Son who nam'd the Sawies ſtreames : 
Their haps I not envy,my praiſe thall be 
That the molt faire that lives mov'd ae to dye. 


SON. 


He Hyperboreax Hills, Cer annxs Snow, 

Or Arimaſpas (cruell) firſt thee bred, 

The Cafdian Tigers with their milke thee fed, 

' And Fasxes did bumane bload on thee beſtow. 
Fierce Orithyas lover inthy bed 

Thee lull'd aſleep, where he enrag'd doth blow, 

T hou did(t.not drinke the Flouds which here do flow, 
But teares, or thoſe by ycic Taxes Head. 

Sith thou di(daines my love, negleRts my griefe, 
Layghsat my groancs,and ſtill afteRs my death : 
Ot thee, nor Heaven I'll ſeek no more relicte, 

Nor longer evtertaine this loathſome breath; 

But yeeld unto my Stars,that thow-maiel(t prove, 
Waat lofle thou hadlt in loſing ſuch a Love, 


Phobw 
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SONG. 


HOEBUS #fſe, 

And paint the ſable Skies : 
With aznrewhiteaud red: 
Rowſe Memmons Mother from her Tytbons bed, 
That (he thy Careere may with Roſes ſpread, 
The Nighting ales thy comming cach where bug, 
Hake an eternal ſpring. 
Give life to this darke World which ljeth dead. 
Spread forth thy golden haire 
In larger locks than thow waſt wont before, 
And Empereur-like decore 
With Diadew of Pearle thy Temple: faire : 
Chaſe hence the ugly Night” = 
Which ſerves but to make deare thy glorioxs Light. 
Thu u« that happy Morne, , 
T hat day, long-wiſhed day, 
Of all my life ſo darke, 
( If cruell Stars have wot my ruine ſmorne, 
And Fates my hopes betray ) 
Which ( parely white) deſerves 
An everlaſting Diamond ſbewld it marks, 
This i the Morxe ſhould bring unto this Grove 
My Love, to heare, and recompence my love. 
Faire King, who all preſerves, 
But ſhow thy blu(hing Beams, 
Ang thou two ſwecter Eyes' 
Shall ſee then t boſe wh1ch by Peneus Streames 
D id exce thy heart ſurpriſe : | 
Nay, Suns which ſhine as cleare 
At thou when 1wo thow dia'ſt to Rome appe:rre. 


' Now 
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Now Flora decke thy ſelfe in faireſt guiſe, 
If that ye Winds wonld heare 
A voice ſarpaſſing far Amphions tyre, 
Your furions chiding ſtay, 
Let Zephire only breathe, 
And with ber Trefſes play, 
K'fſing ſometimes thoſe puryle ports of Death, 
The Winds all lent are, 
Hnd Photous im by chaire 
Enſaffraning Seca and Arm, 
Hake! vaniſh every Star : 
Night /ikg a drankard reeles 
Beyond the Hills to ſhun his flaming Wheeles, 
The Fields with flow'rs are deckt in every bue, 
The Clondt with Orient Gold ſpangle their blew : 
Here « the pleaſant place, 
Anz nothing wanting i ſave She alas. 


SON. 


V Ho hath not ſeen into her ſaffran Bed 
The Mornings Goddeſs mildly her repoſe, 
Or her of whole pure bloud firſt ſprang the Roſe 
Lull'd in a ſlumber by a Mirtle ? 
Who hath not ſeen that ſleeping white and red 
Makes Phebe look ſo pale, which ſhe did cloſe 
In that Jonian Hill, to cafe her woes, 
Which only lives by her deare kiſſes fed ? 
Come but and ſee my Lady ſweetly fleep, 
The ſighing Rubies of thoſe heavenly lips, 
The Cxpids which breſts golden Apples keep, 
Thoſe Eyes which ſhine in midlt of their Eccliple; 
And he them all (hall ſee,perhaps and prove 
She waking but perſwades,now forceth Love. 


See 


SON, 


I5 Cithereas Birds, that milk» white paire + 4 
On yonder leavie Afirrle Tree which grene, 
And waken with'their kifles in the Aire 
Th* enamour'd Zephrres murmuring one by one ; 
It theu but ſenſe hadlt like Pigmalions Stone, 
Or hadſt not ſeen Meduſa ſnaky baire, 
Loves leſſons thou might(t. learn :- and learn ſweet faire, 
To Summers hey cre that thy Spring be growne. 
And if thole kiſſing lovers ſecme but Cold, 
Look how that E/me this [vy doth embrace, 
And binds,and claſpes with many z wanton fold, 
And courting Sleep,o reſhadows all the place, 
Nay, ſeems to ſay, deare Tree we ſhall not part, 
In lign whereof loc in each leafea Hears. . 


SON. 


TY Swis faire when he with crimſon Crown, 

And flaming Rabies leaves bis Eaſterne bed, 

Faire is Tha#mantas it ber Chriſtall gown 

When clouds eggemm'd (hew azure, green, andred. 

To Weſterne Worlds when wearied Day goes down, 

And from heavens windows cachStar ſhows her head, 

Earth filent daughter, Nghs, is faire though brown, 

Faire is the Afoon though 1n Loves livery cled. 

The Spring is faire when it doth paint Aprill, 

Faire are the Aſeradr,the Hoods,the Floods ure faire, 

Faire looketh Ceres with her yellow aire, 

And. 4pplcs- Queene when Roſe-checkt ſhe doth ſmile. 
That Heaven and Earth,and Seas arcfaire is true, 
Yet true that all not pleale ſo much as you 


Like 
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L; ke the 1dulian Owecene 

Hey haire abowt hey Eyne, 

And necke, on breft: vige Apples to be ſeen, 
At firſt glance of the Morne 

In Cyprus Gardens gathering theſe ſarit firwers 
Which of ber blood were borne, 

I ſaw, but fainting ſaw my Þ ar aneonr!. 

The Graces »ak+d davc'd abont the place, 

The Winds avd Trees ames'd 

Wh filence on boy gat/d, 

The flowers did ſmile like thoſ# upon ber face, 
«And 45 their Aſpin ſtalkes theſe finger: bind, 
That ſbe might yead my caſe 

1 wiſh'd to be a Hyacinth in ber hand, 


SON. 


Tr is ſhe gone ?O foole and coward I ? 

O good occaſion loſt, ne're to be found ? 

What fatall chaines have my dull ſenſes bound, 

When beſt they might,that did not Fortune try ? 

Here is the fainting Grafle where ſhe did lie, 

With Roſes here ſhe tellified the Ground, 

She fix'd her eyes on this yet ſimling Pond, 

Nor time, nor place ſeem'd ought for to deny, 

Too long, too long Refpeft I do embrace, 

Your Counſell full of threats and ſharpe diſdaine, 

Diſdaine in her ſweet Heart canhave no place, 

Anithboughcome there, muſt ſtraight retire againe? 
Hencetorth Reſpe& farewell, I've heard it told 
Who lives in love can never be too bold, 


What 
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SON, 


VV Hat cruell S:ar into this World me broaght ? 
What gloomy day did dawn togive me light ? 
What unkind hand to nurſe me (Orphane )ſoughe, 
And would not leave me in eternall night ?- 
What thing fo deare as I bath eſſence bought ? 
TS SE eg 
The living things w atere wroug 
Be freed of woe if they have (mall delight, 
Ab only I abandon'd to Defpaire, 
Nail'd to my torments in pale Horrowrs (hade, 
Like wandring Gloads ſee all my comforts fled, 
And Il] on Ill with Houres my life impaire - 
The Heavers and Fortave which were wont to turn, 
Stay in one Manſion fixt to cauſe me mourn, 


SON. 


| [= Eye which daign'ſt cn this fad Aſonwwent, 
The ſable Scrowle of my miſhaps to view, 

Though it with mourning 4=ſes texres be ſpent, 

And darkely drawn, which is not fain'd, but true 

It thou not dazell'd with a Heavenly Hue, 

And comely Feature,didit notyet lament, 

But happy lives unto thy ſelte content, 

Olet not Love thee to his Laws ſubdue. 

Look on the wofull (hip-wrack of my Youth, 

And let my ruines thee for Beacon ſerve, 

To ſhun this Rock Caphareas of untruth, 

And ſerve no God which doth bis Church-men ſterve: 
His Kingdom's but of plaints, bis guerdon texres, 
What he gives more is Jealouſics and Feares, 


To 
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T2 the delightfull Greene 

Ot you, faire radiant Eine, 
Let each black yecld beneath the ſtarry Arch. 
Eyes burniſht Heavens of Love, + 
Sinople Lamps of Jove, 
Save all thoſe bearts which with your flames nn parch 
Two bygroing vYuns you. prove; 
Allother Eycs compar'd with you deare lights 
Are Hells, or it not Hells,yet dumpiſh Nights. - 
The Heavens | if we their Glaſle 
The Sea belceve ] are green not perfeR blew, 
They all make faire what ever faire yet was, 
And they are faire becaulethey look like you» 


SON. 


NZ ampbs, Siſter Nymphs which baunt this chriſtall 
And bappy in theſc floting Bowers abide;( Brook, . 
Where trembling Rootesof Trees from Sun you ide, i 
Waich make /d4e4nz woods in every, Crook; . 

W hether ye gailands for yagr locks provide, 

Or pcarly letters ſeek in fandy Book, 

Or count your Loves when T bets, was a Bride, 

Lift up your golden heads and on melook. 

* Read ja mine Eyesamy agonizing Cares, 

And what ye read,recount to ber 8gaine - 

Fire Nymphs lay alltheſe ſtreames are but my Texxes, 
And if (he aske you how they tweet reozaine, 1, | 11 
Tell that the bitt'celt teares which Eyes can poure, 

When ſhed for her caa be no longer lowre 


She 


c 
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He whoſe faire flowers no Autwmne makes decay, 

Oboe Hue Celeſtiall,carthly hues doth ſtaine, 

Inte a pleaſant odoriferous Plaine 

Did walke alone.to brave the piide of ay. | 

And whilſt through flowry Lilts ſhe Made her way, 

That proudly (mil'd ber ſight to entertaine, 

Loegunawares where Love did hid remaine 

She ſpied,and ſought to make of him her prey - 

For which of golden locks a fiirelt baire 

To bind the Boy (he took, but he affraid 

At her approach ſprang ſwiftly in the Aire, 

And mounting far from reach,lookt back and (aff, . 
Why ſbouldſt thou[ lweet]meſeekin chaines to bind; * 
Sich in tby eyes I dayly am confind? 


M AD. 


Weet Roſe whence is this bue P 
Which doth all bues excell? 

Whence this molt tragrant ſmell ? 

And whence this forme and gracing grace in you ? 

In faire Pa:ffaras fields perhaps you grew, 

Or Hyblas Hills you bred, 

Or odoriferous Exxas Plaines you fed, 

Or T molxs, or where Bore yong Aden flew; 

Or haththe Queenof, Loveyou tied of new ] 

In that deare Bijoud,Which makes you leok ſo red ? 
No, none of choſe, but Caule more high you blilt, 
My Ladies Breſt you bore, her Lips you Kiſt, 


" D oY &n 


34 \ POEMS. 


MADRIGALL. 


$- thi cold World of onrs, 

Flow'r of the Seaſons, Seaſon of the Flow're, 
Swn of the Sun, ſweer Spting, | 
Swucb hot and burning dais why doſt thou bring ? 
Is it becauſe thoſe brgh Eternall Pow'rs 

Flaſb down that Fire thu World enyironing ? 

Or that now Phozbus keeps bus Siffers ſpheare ? 
Or doth ſome Phatcon 

Enflame the Sea ad Aire ? 

Or rathgg is't not wſhty of the Yeare, 

Or thatga/# day amokg the Flow'rs alone 

. Unmack'#$thos ſaw ft my Faire ? 

Hd whilſt thou on hey gax/d (he did thee burne, 
And to thy Brother Summer doth thee twrne, 


SON, 


| [þ + Wood, and you ſweet ſolitary Place, 
Where I eſtranged from the vulgar live, 
Contented more with what your ſhadesme give, 
Than if I had what Thers doth embrace : 
What ſnaky Eye grown jealous of my pace, - 
Now from your filent Horrours would me drive ? 
When Sun adyancing in his glorions race 
Beyond the '7 wn;,doth.neare our Pole arrive. 
What ſweet delight a quiet life affords, 
And what it is to be from bondage free, 
Far from the madding Worldlings hoarle diſcords, 
S weet flowry place Lficſt did learne of thee. 

Ah it 1 were mine owne, your deare reſorts 

1 would aot change with Princes ſtarelieſt Conrts. 


p Ah 
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H who can (ee thoſe fruits of Paradiſe, _ 
Cceleſtiall Cherries which ſo ſweetly (welly' 
That Sweerneſſe (elfe confind there ſeemes to dwell, 
And all thoſe (weeteſt Parts abeut deſpile? 
Ah who can ſee and feele no Flame ſurpriſe 
His bardened heart ? For me a/«+ too well 
I know their Force,and how theydo cxcell,: 
Now through defire I buroe, and now Lfrecze, 
I dye { deare Life Janleſſe to me begiven 
As many kiſſes as the Spring bath Flows, 
Or there be filver _ in'/rs Show's, 
Or ſtars there bein ing Heaven ; 
And it diſpleas'd ye of the Match complaine;? - 
Ye ſhall have leave totake them back againe, 


SON, 


| þ:577 enough (ay me) me thus wo ſee 
Like ſome Heaven-baniſh'd Ghoſt till wailing goy 
A Shadow which your Raicsdo only how; 
To vexe me more, unleſle ye bid me die ; 
What could ye worſe allot unto your Foc ? 
But die will I, fo ye will not deny 
'' That grace to me which mortall Foes even try, 
FTo chuſe whatſert of Death ſhall end my wot, 
Once did1 find that whiles yoadid me kifle, 


c gave my panting ſoule (© (weet a touch, 
bat balfe I fownd io jdit of all my Bl fe, '+ 
I do but crave my wound may be inch + 


For though by Griefe I die not and angey, 
fo Iy't not enough to dic through toe much joy f- -- 
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Nhappy Light £2 
V3.2 fam. 2e to ring the wofull Day, « 
When I muſt bid for aze 

Farewell to her and live in endlefſe plight. 

Faire Moon with gentle Brames 

The fight who never mars, | 
Cleare long- Heavens ſable V anlt and you bright Stars 
Yowr golden Locks bong view in Earth: pure Frome ; 
Let Phoebus newer ys | 

T o ding your watchfull Eyes. 

Prolong ( alas.) proleng my ſhort delight, 

And if, ye can makg an Eternal Night, 


SOM, 


V V Ith griefe ig Heart, and tears in ſwelling Byes, 
| When I to her bad given a ſad Fare-well, 
Cloſeſcaled witha Kifle,and Dew which fell 
On my elſe- moiſtned Face from Zeawties Skies ; 
+ So ſtrange Amazement did my Mind {urprile, 
That at each Pacel ne turn'd againe, 
Like one whom a Torpedo (tupihes, * 
Not feeling Honowrs Bit, nor Reaſons Raine: 
But when fierce Stars topart me did conſtraine, 
With back-caſt Looks, I both envild and bleſs'd 
The happy Walls and Place did ger containe, 
Untill my eyes that fiying Obje&mils'd; 
So Wuling parted Ganymede the faire, 
When Eagles Talents bore bim through the Aire. 


Sitt 
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yes, 


Sitt 
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1th gone is my Delig ht and only Pleaſure, * 
The laſt of all my Hopes, the cheerefull Sun 
That clear'd my bifes Spheare, Natures ſweet Trex» 
More drare to we than all beneath the Moon,  - (lures 
What reftetb now but that upon this Mountain 
I weep till Heaven transſorme me to aFountaine? |. 


Freſh faire delicious ,chriſtall, pearly Fountaine, _ 
On whoſe ſmooth face to look, (he oft took Pleaſure, 
Tell me( ſo may thy freames long ebeare this Mountaine, 
So Serpent ne're thee ftaine, nor ſcorch thee Sun, 
So may with watry beame: thee kyſſe the Moone) 
Doſt then n«t monrue to want ſo faire aTrealare? | 


While ſhe here gaz'd onthee, rich Tags Trealure,'i, "| 
Thos neededFt not envy, nor yet the Fountaine, 7 
Is which that Hanter ſaw the naked Moon, 
Abſence hath robb'q thee of thy Wealth avd Pleaſure, 
And I remaine like Marigold of Sun , 
Depriv'd, that dies by ſhadow of ſome Monneaine, (ft 


. ; Ft | 
Nymphs of the Forrefli;,Nymphe who on:this Monn-" 
Are _ to dance, ſhewing your e_s Treaſure (tai. 
To Goat: feet Sylvans, awdtbe "Sun, | 
When as you gather flow'r1 aboxe chis Fontaine, 
Bid hey farewell who placed here her Pleaſure, 
And ſing her praiſes to the Starand Moone. 


Among the l:ſſer lights ar is the Moon, 
Bluſhing through muffl nz clouds on Latmos Mountaine, 
Or when ſhe views ber (ilver Docks for Pleaſure 
In Thetis freamer, proud of ſo gay a Trealure, 
Sach was my Faire when She ſauce by this Fountaine IJ 
With other Nymph to (hun the amoroin Suns - 
, 


, 
2 
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At is our Earth in abſexce of the Sun, 
Or when of Sun deprived is the Moon, 
As is without 4 verdant ſhade a Fountaine, 
Or wazting graſſt,a Mead, a V ale, a Mountaine; 
Suth i my fhate, bereft of my deare Treature, i 
T ehnow whoſe only worth was all my Pleaſare. 
& 


Ne'rt thike of Pheafure Heart, Eyes ſhun the Sun, 
T eares be your Treaſure, which the wandring Moon 
Shall ſee yow ſhed by Monntainc, Y aile,ovd Fountaine. 


SON, 


VvW Indow ſometime which ſerved for a Sphears. 
Tothatdeare Planet of my heart, whole light 
Made often bluſh the glorious Queen of Night, 
While She inthee more beatitions did appenre, 

What moarhing weeds (alas) doſt thon now weare ? 
How loathſome to my eyes is thy ſad fight? 

How poorly look'ſt thon, with what heavy cheare, 
Since ſets that San which made thee ſhine ſo bright ? 
Unhappy now thee cloſe, for us of late 

To wondring Eyes thou wert a Paradiſe, 

Bereft of her who-madethee fortunme, 

A gulfe thou art whence clouds of fighs ariſe : 
Bot unto aoffe fo noyſome as to me, =» 

Who hourely ſees my murthered joyes in thee. 
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Ow many times Nights filent Queen her face 
Hath hid, how oft with Stars ip ilver Maske, 

In Heavens great Hall, ſhe bath begua her Tagkey 

And chear'd the waking Eyc io lower Place ? 

How oft the S#x hath made by Heavens (wift race 

The happy Lover to forſake the Breſt 

Of his deare Lady, wiſhing in the Welt 

His Golden Coach to run had larger ſpace? 

I ever count and tell ſince I alas 

Did bid Farewall to my Hearts deareſt Gueſt, 

The Miles ] number,and in mind I chaſc, 

The flouds and Mountaines bold me from my reſt. 
But woe is me, long count and coyot may 7, 
Ere I ſee her whole abſence makes me die. +. # 


= ” 


SON. 


F Death ſome tell, ſome of the cruell Paine 
Whicb that bad Crafts- man in his Work did trie, 
When [| a new Monſter ] flames once didconliraine 
A humane Corps to yeeld a bellowing Cry. 
Some tell of thoſe1p burning Beds who lie, _ 
Becauſe they durſt in the T2484] Plaine 
The mighty Ruler of the Skies defie, 
And ficge thoſe cbryſtall Tow'rs which all containe, 
An other counts of Phlegethons hot floods, 
The Soules which drinke /x:02s endiefe (mart, 
And tus who feeds a Vulture with bis heart, 
One tells of SpeRars in enchanted Woods : 
Of allthoſe Paines th' extreamelt who would prove, 
Let him be abſent and but burne in Love, 


D 4 Haire, 
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H pie nrecion haire, which Midas hand did firain, 
Part of the Wreath ot gold that crowns: thole 
Which Fisters whiteſt white in whitenes ſtain, (brows 
Andlilly by Eridans banke tbat grows. 

Haire [fatall preſent }which firlt caus'd my woes, 
When loole ye hang like Danaes golden raine, 

Sweet Nets which ſweetly do all bearts enchaine, 
Strings,deadly (trings,with which Love bends his bows, 
_ How are ye hithercome, tell me Ohaice ? 

Deare Armelet, for what thus were ye given ? 

I know, a badge of bondage Iyou wen e, 

Yet haire for yoa OthatI were a Heaver | 

Like Berenice: Locks, that ye might ſhine, 

( Rite brighter far) about this Arme of mine. 


SON. 


J. theſe the lowry banks ? Is this the Mead 
Where ſbe was wont to paſſe the plexſant houres ? 
Was't here her Eyes exhal'd mine eyes {alt ſhow'cs, 
And on her lap did lay my wemied Head ? 
Is this the goodly E/me did us o'reiprend, 
Whole tcader Rine, cat forth in curjous flow'rs 
By that white band, containes thoſe flames of Ours ? 
Is this the mutmuring Sprizg us muſick-made ? 
Deflouriſht Mead,where is your heavenly bue ? 
And Banke, that Arras did you late adorne ? 
How look'it thou E/wme ali withered and forlorne ? 
Only fweet Spring nought altered feems jn you. 
But while here chang'd each other thing appears, 
To {alt your {treames take of mine Eyes theſetears, 


Alexis 
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Ws A Lexs here ſhe ſtay'd, zmong theſe Pines, 
e Sweet Hermitreſſe ſhe did all alonerepaire; 
's Here did (he ſpread the Treafore of her Haire, 
Morertich than that brought from the Colckian Mincy. 
Here fate ſhe by theſe musket Eglantines, 
The happy flow'rs ſeeme yet the print to beare, 
Her voice did (weeten here thy ſugred lines, - 
$ To which Winds, Trees, Bealts, Birds, did lend an Eure, 
She here me fir{t perceiv'd,and here a Morne 
Of bright Carnations did o'refpread her Face ; 
Here did fbe lgh, here firſt my Hopes were borne, 
Here firſt I got a Pledg®@ of promis'd Grace : 
But ab what ſerves*t' huve been made happy fo ? 
Sith paſſed Pleaſures double but new woe, 


SON, 


Da me where angry Titan burnes the More, 
And thirſty fri fiery Monſters brings, 
Or wherethe new-borne Phe+ix (preads ber Wings, 
And troupes of wondring Birds her fight adore, 
Place me by Gange or [ndes enammell'd ſhore, 
Where ſmiling Heavens on Earth cauſe doable Springs; 
Place me where Neptune: Quire of Syrens lings, 
Or where made hoarſe through Cold he leaves to roarc- 
Place me where Foreune doth her Darlings crown, 
A Wonder or # fparke in Envics Eye, 
Or you outragious Fares upon me frown, 
Till P-tty wailing ſee difaſtred Me, 

AﬀeQtions print my mind fo deep dothprove, 
, ] my forget my Selfe z but not my Love, 


T; The 
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He Ivory, Corral, Gold, 
Of breſt, of lip, of haire, 
So lrvely Sleep doth ſbew to inward (ight, 
That wake I thinks I bold 
No Shadow,but my Faire : 
My ſelfe ſo to deceive 
With lowg-ſbut Eyes [ ſhan the irke ſome Light« 
Such pleaſure bere I bave _— G 
* Delighting infalſe gleames, 
If Death Sleeps Brother be, 
And Soules bereft 4 ſenſe bave ſo ſweet Dreame ;, 
How could I wiſh thus ſtill to dreame and dye, 


SON. 


— with golden wings abroad doth range 
Where Phebas leaves the Night or brings the Day, 
Fame, in one who reltlefle dolt not ſtay 
Till thou haſt flown from eFt/as unto Gange ; 
Fame, Enemy to Time, that (till doth change, 
And in his changing Courſe would make decay 
What bere below he fipdetb in bis way, 
Even making Yertwe to her ſelfe look (tranget 
Daughter of Heaven ; Now all thy Trumpets ſound, 
Raiſe np thy Head unto the higheſt Skie, 
With wonder blaze the gifts in her arc found, | 
And when ſhe from this mortall Globe (hall flie, 
In tby wide Mouth keep long, keep long ber Name; 
So thou by her, ſhe by thee live ſhall Fame, 
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The Second Part: 


3 O F mortall Glory O ſoone dark'ned Ray ! 
O winged Joy& of Man, more ſwift than Wind 1 
O fond Deſires which in our Fancies ſtray / 
O traitrous Hopes which do our Judgements blind | 
Loe,in a Flaſhthat Light is gone away, 
Which dazell didaach Eye, delight cach Mind, 
And with that Se»,from whence it came, combind, 
Now makes more radiant Heavens eternall Day, | 
Let Beauty now bedew her Cheeks with Teares, | 
Let widow'd Muſick only roare and groane, | 
Poore Vert#egetthee Wings and mount the Spheares,” 
For dwelling place on Earth for thee is none : 
Deatb bath thy Temple raz'd, Zoves Empire foil'd, 
The World of Honour, Worth,and Sweetnes ipoil'd. 


Thoſe 


POEMS. 
SON. 


Hoſe Eyes, thoſe ſparkling Saphires of Delight, 
Which thouſand thouſand Hearts did ſet on Fire, 
Of which that Eye of Heaven which brings the light 
Of Jealous, ſtayed amar'd them to admire. 
That living Scow, thoſe crimion Roſes bright, 
Thoſe Pearles, thoſe Rubies which enflam'd Deſire, 
Thoſe Locks of Goldzthat Purple faire of Thre, 
Are wrapt [8ye me 1Jup in eternall : 
What halt thowmoreto vaunt of wr World, 
Sith ſhe who cauſed ll thy bliſs ly gone ? % 
Thy ev mps, Rounds ever- who 
Ha Sade hos, =. | Ell ſuch n One 
Or ifthcy would ſuch Beauty bring on Earth, 
* They ſhonld be forc'd againe to give herbirth. 


SON, 


'S nom ur'd to poure your worſt on me! 

O rigorous Rigour which doth all confound 1 

Withcraell Hands ye have cut down the Tree, 

And fruit with leaves have ſcattered on the Ground. 

A little ſpace of Earth my Love doth bound, * 

That Beauty which did raiſe ittothe Skie, 

Turn'd in diſdained Duſt, now low dothlye, 

Deafe to my plaints,aod ſenſcleſle of my wound. 

Ah ! did I live for this ? ab 1 did Tlove ? 

And was for this (ferce powers) ſhe did excell, 

That ere (he well the Sweets of life did prove, 

She ſhould (too deare x guelt ) with Darkxeſſe dwell? 
Weake influence of Heaven / what faire is wrought, 
Falls ia the prime, and paſſethlike a Thought, 


O 
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Wofall life 1 ih 00, S0e RVing Death, 
Fraile Boat of Chriſtall in arocky Sea, 
A Gem expos'd to Fortwor; Roemy breath, 
Which kept wich paine w R__—— + 
The falſe Delights, true Woes thoy.dolt bequealf ® 
My all- appalled Mind fo do affray, 
That I thoſe envy who are laid in Earth, 
And pity thoſe who run thy @eadfull way. 
When did mine Eyes bebold one chearefull Morne F + 
When had my toſſed Soule onenight of Reſt ? 
When did Stars my ſcorne? 
O ! now I fiad what is for Mortalls beſt : 
Even, ſince our voyage (bamefull is,and ſhort, 
Soone to ſtrike Saile,and periſh in the Port. 


SON. 


| por my Eyes your Globes in brioy Stredames, + 
And with a cloud of Ser near Babs. J 
The Suns bright Sw» is ſet, of late whoſe Beames x 
Gave luſtre to your Day, Day to your Night. 

My Voice now cleave the Earth with Anathemes, 
Roare forth a challenge in the Worlds deſpight, 

Till that diſpuiſed Griefe is ber delight, 

That Life a Slumber is of fearefull Dreames; 

And woefull Mind abhor to thinke of Joy, 

My Seales all from comforts all you hide, 


Teares,Plaints, Sighs, mou Weeds, Graves gapi 
I have Lows «Fs to wiſh; My Hopesare Jead wide- 


And all with her beneath a Marble laid, 


Sweet 


SON. 


| ghee Soule, which in the Aprill of thy yeares, 
For to emich the Heaven madſt this Round, 
And now with flaming Rayes of crown'd 
Molt bleſt abides sbove the Spbeare of Spheares ; 
It Heavenly Laws als have not thee bound 
From looking to this Globe that all up-beares, 
. Ifrath and pity c be SH 
O daigne tokend n look unto theſe Teares. 
Do not diſdaine (dexre this ſacrifice, 
And though raiſe not pillars to thy Praiſe, 
My off rings take, tee this for me faffice, - 
wy ent bv rt 4 ; 
- And whillt Kings Tombs with Laorells flouriſh green, 
Thine (hall with Mirtles and thefe flow'rs be ſcen. 


SON, 


| Ces Spring. thou turn'ſt with all thy goodly traine, 
Thy head with flames;thy Mantle bright witbflow'cs, 
The Zephirer curle the green Locks of the Plaine, 
The Clouds for joyin Pearls weepdown theit ſhow'rs. 
Doſt retorne ſweet YouthPbut «þ my pleaſant haures, 
And happy daics with thee come not againe, | 
The ſad Memorialsonly of my paine 
+ Do with thee turne,whichturne my Sweets to Sow'rs: 
Thow art the ſame which ſtill thou wert before, 
Delicious, luſty, amnble, faire, 
But /he whoſe Breath embanim'd thy wholefome Aire 
Is gone ; Nor Gold, nor Gems can her reſtore, 
Vertwe,Scaſons go and come, 
Whenthine forgot lie cloſed jn x Tombe, 
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{Lene ſerve te ſee the Suns bright Face f' 

And Skzes enamell'd with the /ndian Gold ? 

Or the Moonein a fierce Chariot rold, 

And all the Glory of that ſtarry Place ? 

What doth it ſerve Earths Beanty to behold ? 

The Mountaines pride, the Meadows flowry grace, 

The ſtately comlinefle of Forreſtsold, 

The Sport of Floads which would themſelves embrace? 

What doth it ſerve to heare the Sy/vens 

The II ar arts. ew - L , 

Whichin eems to feplore rongs 

For what doth ſerve all that this World hen Av br ib 
Since (be, for whom thoſe once to me were deare, 
Can have no part of them now with me here. 


HM AD, 


His Life, which ſeems ſo faire, 
T Blen Bubble blownup in the Aire; 

By ſporting childrehs Breath, 

Who chaſe it every where, 

Andſirive who can moſt motion it 

And though it ſometime ſeem of its own might 
Like to an Eye of gold tobe fix'd there, 

And firme to hover in that 
That only is becauſe it is ſo Light. 
But in that Pompe it doth not long appeare z 
For when *tis molt 8dmited, ina thought, 
Becaule jt earlt was nought, it turnesto notght, 
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Y Lute,be as thou wert whentbou did gow 
With $4 ay Mother in ſome ſhady Grove, 
When immelodipus #4ds but made thee move, 
And Birds their ramage did on thee beſtow. 
Since that deare voice which did thy ſounds approve, 
Which wont io ſuch barmonious Straines to flow, 
Is reft from Earth to cane thoſe ſpheares <bove, 
What art thou but a Harbioger of woe ? 
Thy pleaſing Notes be pleaſing Notes po more, 
But Orpbans wailings to the tainting Eare, 
Each Stroke a figh, each Sound draws forth a Teare, - 
For which be filent as in woods before : 
Or if that,any hand to touch thee daigne, 
Like widow'd Turtleſtill ber lotle complaine, 


SON, 


H Handkercher,(ad preſent of my Deare, 
Gift miſerable, which doth now remaine 
The only Guerdon of my helpleſſe Paine, 
When | thee got thou ſhewlt my ſtate too cleare. 
I never fince have cczied to complaine, 
I fiance the Badge of Griefe did ever weare, 
Fo iomy Face duſt never fince appeare, 
Care was the Food which dic me eatertaine. 
Bat ſmce that thou art mine,O do not grieve, 
Thac ] this Tribute pay thee for mine Eine, 
And that I (this ſhort Time I amto live) 
Laundre thy (dken Figures inthis Brine : 
No, I malt yet even beg of thee the Grace, 
{ That in my Grave thou daigne to (ſhroud my Face. 


Trees 
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Rees happier farthan T, 
T Which have the grace to heave yourHeads ſo high, 
And over-look thoſe Plaines : 
Grow till your Branches kifſethat lofty Skie 
Which her (ſweet (elfe,) containes. 
There make her know mine endlefſe Love,nnd Paines, 
And how theſe Teares which from mine Eyes do fall, 
Helpt you to riſe ſo Tall : 
Tell her, as once I for her ſake loy'd Breath, 
So for her ſake I now court lingring Death, 


SONG, 


Ad Damon being come, 

1 JTo that for-ever Lamentable Tombe, 
Which theſe eternall Powers that all comrowle, 
Unto bu living Soule 
A melancholy priſon bad preſcrib'd : 
Of Colour, Heat, and mot:on depriv'd, 
In Arme: weake, Fainting, Cold, 
A Marble he the Marble did infold : 
Hnd baving warme it made with mary a ſhowre 
Which dimmed Eyes did prare, 
When Grieſe had given him leave, and ſighs them ftaied, 
Thus with a ſadalas at laſt be ſaid. 

Who wonld have m_— to me 
Theplace where thou did lie conld gritvoruc be? 
And that (deare body ) long thee having ſought, 
(O me !) who would have thenghe 
hee once to find it (hanld my Sonle confound, 
nd give my Heart then death a deeper wound ? 
hou did /t diſdaine wy y Tearts, 
but grieve not that this ruthfull Stone them beares, 
Ant 
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Mine Eyes for nothing ſerve, but thee to weep, 
And let that courſe them keep, 
eAlthough thou never wouldſt them comfort ſhow, 
Do not repine,they have part of thy wae. 
Ah wreteh | ro9 late I find 
How Vertues g loriow Titles prove but wind ; 
For if that Vertme could releaſe from Death, 
Thou yet enj1y'd hadſt Breath : 
For if jhe ere appear'd to mortal Eine, 
{t was in thy faire ſhape that ſhe was ſeen. 
But © ! if I was maade 
For thee, with thee why too am I not dead ? 
Why do outragious Fates which d1nw'd thy (ight, 
Let me ſce hateful light ? ; 
7 hey without me made Death thee ſurpriſy, 
Tyrant: (no doubt) that they might kei me twice, 
OGriefe ! And conld one Day 
Have force ſuch excellence to take away ? 
Cenld a ſwift: fljing Moment wh deface, 
T hoſe matchleſſe prfts,that Grace, 
Which Art, and Nature had i thee combin'd 
: To make thy Body paragon thy Mind ? 
Hath all paſi'd like a clond, 
And doth eternall ſilence now them (h1 8nd ? 
Ts tha', ſo much admir'd, now nought but Duſt, 
Of which a Stone hath Truſt ? 
O change! © ermelichance thou to ory fight 
Show'ſt ihe Fates Rigour equal! totlew Might ! 
tWhen than from earth di. paſſe 
(Sweet Nymph) Perfebtion: Mirrozr broken was, 
An ths of late ſo glorious World of ourr, 
1.the Medows wit! out Flowers, 
} Or Rivg if 4 rich G:m which blind appear A, 
Cy Starleſs night, er Cynthia norbing clear d. 
Love when ne ſaw thee aye 
Emmmb'a bimmikelid of eitler Eye, 
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find life bis Torch within thy ſacred Urne 

There for a Lampe to burne : 

worth, Henowr, Pleaſure, with thy life expir'd, 

Death ſince grown ſweer begins to be defir'd, 
Whilſt thox'to us wert giv7n, 

The Earth her Venus had as well as Heawen : 

Nay, and her Suns which barnt as many Hearts, 

As he the eafterne parts ; 


Bright Suns which ford to leave theſe Hemiſphearer, 


Ben:ighted ſet into a Searf T eaves, 
Ab Death,whs (hl! thee flie, 
Since the moſ! m ghty are o'rethrown by thee ? 
T hon ſþar'/t the Crow,eni N ghtingal doſt kill, 
And 'riu»mphſt at thy will .. 
But give thow Can:ot ſuch another Blow, 
Becavſe Earth cannot {ich another ſhow, 

O butter ſweet of Love |! 
How vetter us t at 4& you 1291 to prove, 
Nor when we c 0 jew pleaſures muſt pifſeſe, 
To findtiem thus made leſſe ? 
O ! That the cauſe which doth conſume onr joy 
Would the r:m.mb; ance of it t00 deſtroy | 
What doth thu life b:ſfow, 
But Fiew'rs on T hovnes which grow ? 
Which i eugh ther ſm: 11me bland'(þ ſoft delights, 
Yet of -1 wards 1s [mite 
Wind if therifrng Sun thews faure doth ſee, 
That Flaxct ſet:ing, dath behol 4 them d:e.. 

Thu worldis maie a Hel, 
Depriv'd of alithut in it did excel. 
O Pan, Pan, Fmter i filleu in Alay, 
Tandutonght our Day, 
Forſakethy Pipe, a Scepter take to thee, 
Thy l.chs dſgarlani, thiw black Jove halt bes 
The Flocks 4o rave the Meads, 


And, loathing three leat'd Gr afſe, hold up their Headr,, 
&.2 Thee 
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The Streames uot glide now with a'glentle Rore, 
Nor Birds fing as before, 
Hills ſtands with clouds like Monyners vail'd in black, 
And Owles wpon our Roofes foretell our wrack, 
That Zephire every yeare 
' Sofoene was beard to (igh in Forreſts here, 
It was for her that wrapt in Goyns of Greene, 
Meads were ſo earely ſeen; © 
T hat in m— Months oft ſang the Mearler, 
It was for Her : for ber Trees dropt forth pearles. 
That proud,and ſtately Courts 
Did envy theſe onr Shades and calme Reſorts, 
Tt was for Her : and ſhe ts gone, O woe ! 
Woods cxt againe do grow, 
Bud doth the Roſe, and Dazy, winter done, 
But we once dead do no more ſee the Sun. 
Whoſe Name ſhall now make ring 
The Ecchoes ? of whom ſhall the Nymphets fng ? 
Whoſe beavenly voice, whoſe Sowle-invading Strainer, 
Shall fit with Foy the plaines ? 
What Hair, what Eyes, can mate the Morne in Eaſt, 
Weep that a fairer viſeth in the We#t ? 
Faire Sun poſt ſtill away, 
No Muſiche here us left thy Conre to ſtay. 
Sweet Hybla Swarmes,with Wormewood fill your Bow'rs, 
Gone u« the flower of Flow'ss + 
Bluſh no more Roſe, nor Lilly pale remaire, 
Dead u that Beanty which yours late did ftaine, 
Aye me to warle my Plight 
Why have not I as many Eyes as Night ? 
Or as that Shepbeards which Joves love didkeep, 
That I ſtill, ſtil! may weepe ? 
But though I bad, my T eaves unto my Croſſe 
Wir not je: equall,nor griefe to my loſſe. 
Yet «of you briny Showers, 
Wtich I bere powre, m 57 ſpring as many firw'r: , 
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At come of theſe which fell from Helens Ter; 
And when ye do ariſe, 

May every Leafe in ſable letters beare 

The Doleſull Canſe for which ye ſpring wp bere. 
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He Beauty and the Life 

Ot Lifes, and Beaxties faireſt Paragon, 
(O Teares 1 O Griefe / ) hung at a feeble Thread, 
To which pale Atropos had ſet her Knite. 
The Soule with many a groane 
Had left each ontward Part, 
And now did rake his laſt Leave of the Heart; 
Novght elſe did want ſave Death for to be dead - 
When the ſad company about ker Bed 
Secing Death invade her lips, her cheekes,ber eyes, 
Cricd ah 1 and can Death enter Paradiſe? 


SON. 


!Tt is not to me bright Lampe of Day, 
That in the Ea(t thou ſhow'lts tby golden Face, 
Of! itis not tome thou leav'ſt that (ea, 
And in thoſe azure Liſts began'lt thy Race. 
Thou (hineſt not to the Dead in any Place, 
And I dead fromthis World am palt away, 
Orif I ſeem (a Shadow) yet to ſtay, 
Itis a while but to bewaile my Cale. 
My Mirth is loſt, my Comtorts are diſmaid, 
And anto !ad Miſhaps their Place do yeeld ;; 
My Knowledge reprelents a bloudy Field, 
Where I my Hopes and belps (ce proftrate laid. 
So plaintſull is Lifes Courſe wkichI have ran, 
That I do wiſh jt never had begun, 
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MADRIGALL. 


Þ os Night,the cafe of Care, 

Untroubled Seat of Peace, 

Times eldeſt Child, which oft the blind do lee, 

On this our Hemiſpheare 

What makes thee now (o ſadly darke to be ? 
Comſlt thou in funerall Pomp Her Grave to gracc? 
Or do thoſe Stars which ſhould thy horrour cleare, 
In Joves high Hall adviſe, 

In what Part of the skies, 

Witb them, or Cynthia ſhe ſhall appeare ? 

Or (ab alas) becauſe thoſe « atchl.fle eyes, 
Which (hone to faire, below thon dolt not find, 
Striv'lt thou to make all others Eyes look blind ? 


SON. 


Ince it hath pleas'd that Firſt and ſupreme Faire 
To take that Beauty to himielte againe, 

Which in tha world of Senſe not to remaine, 

But to amaze was {ent,and home repaire ; 

The Love which to that Beauty I did beare, 

Made Pure of mortall ſpots which did it ſtaine, 

And endlefſe, which even Death cannot 1mpaire, 

T place on him who will it not difdaine. 

No ſhining Eyes, no Locks of curling gold, 

No bluſhing Roſes on a virgin Face, 

No oat ward ſhow, no, nor no inward Grace, 

Sball power have my thoughts henceforth to hold : 
Love here on Earth huge ftormes of care doth toſle, 
But plac'd above excmpted is from loſle, 


It 
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SONG. 


T Autumne w4;,and on our Hemiſpheare 
ws Ericine begas bright to appeare, 

Night Weſt-ward did her gemmy World decling, 

And hide her Lights, that greater Light mig bt ſhine : 
The crefted Bird bath given Alarnm tice 

To lazy Mortals to wnlock their Eyes, 

The Owle had left to plaine,and from cach Throne 
The wing'd M«ficiaxs did ſalute the Morne, 

Who (white ſhe dreſs her Locks in Ganges ftreames) 

Set openywide the chryftall Port of Dreames 

When [, whoſe Eyes no drouſie Night could cloſe, 

In Sleeps ſoft armes did quietly repoſe, 

Anda, fer that Heavens to die did me deny, 

Deaths /mage k!ſſed,and as dead did lies 


» Tay as dead, but ſcarce cha'm'd were my Carer, 


And ſlaked ſcarce my S ighs, ſcarce dried my Teares, 

Sleep ſcarce the ngly Figures of the Day 

Had with hu ſable Pencill put away, 

And left me ma ſtill and calmy Mood, 

When by my Bed (me thought) a Virgin ſtood, 

APV irgin inthe blooming of her Prime, 

If ſach rare Beauty meaſur'd be by T ime, 

Her Head a Garland wore of Opalls bright, 

About her flow'd a Gown lthe pureſt Lrohe, 

Par: Amber Locks gave {mbrage 10 ber Face, 
Where Modeſty high Iſajefty did grace, 

Her Eyes ſuch Beames ſent forth,that but with pine 
Her weaker Sights their ſparkl:ngs could ſuſtare, 
N' feign'd Deity which haunts the Woods 

Is like to Her. nor Syrene of the Flog? : 
Such is the Golden Planet of the Yeare, 
When bl ſbi-g in the Eaft he ds;h apyeare, 
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Her Grace did beauty Voice yet Grace did paſſe, 
Which thus through Pearles and Rubies broken was, 
How long wilt thow (ſaid (he ) eſtrang'd from Joy, 
Paint Shadow: to thy ſclfe of falſe Annoy? 
How long thy Mind with horrid Shapes affright, 
And in 1magmery Evills deloghbt ? 
Eſfteeme that Lofſe which (well when view'd) # Gaius, 
Or if « Loſſe, yet not a Lofſe too plaine ? 
O leave thy plamifall Soule more to meleſÞ, 
And thinks that woe when ſhorteſt then # beſt. 
If She for whom thou thus doſt _ the Skie 
Be dead f What then? as (he not borne to die? 
Was She nat mortall borne? If thou doſt grieve 
T hat Times ſhould be in which She ſhould nor liv, 
Eve &'re ſhe was, weep that Daies wheele was roll'd, 
Weep that ſhe liv'd not i19the Agesf Gold, 
For that ſhe was not then thow maieſt dr plore, 
As well 4s that (he now can be no more. 
If enly ſhe had died, thou ſure hadft Caxje 
Toblame the Fates, and their toorwon Laws. 
But look bow many Millions her aavance, 
What numbers with hey enter in this Dance, 
With thoſe which are to come : (hall Heavens them ſtay, 
And th Univerſe diſſolve thee to obey ? 
As Birth, Death, which ſa much thee doth apall, 
Ml Peece is of the Life of thus great All. 
Strong Cities die, dic do big palmy Raigner, 
And fondling thou thus to be ni'd complarres. 
If ſhe be dead, then ſh of loathſome Daies 
Hath paſ#d ihe Line. = Length buz Loſe bewraier, 
Thenſhe hath left this filrby Stage of Care, 
Where Pleaſure ſeldome, Hoe doth ſtill reparre, 
For all the Pleaſures which it doth cent aine 
No conntervaile the ſmalleft Minutes paine, 
And tell me, thou who doſt ſo much admue 
T hi: lutle Vapewrgthis poore Sp whe of F-re, 
Which 
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which Life « call'd , what doth it thee bequeath 
But ſome few yeares which Birth draws out ro Death ? 
Which if thou paralell wth Luſtres run, 
Or thoſe whoſe com: ſes are but now begun, 
In dares great Number they ſhall l:ſſe appeare, 
Than with the Sea when matched ts a T care. 
But why (howldft thou here longer wiſh to be? 
One Teare doth ſerve all Natures Pompe to ſee, 
Nay.even one D ay,and Night : this Moonegthat Sun, 
7 hoſe leſſer Fnes abomt this Rownd which Ran, 
Be but the ſame which under Suturnes Raigne, 
Did the ſerpenting Seaſons imterchaine. 
How oft doth Life grow leſſe by lrving long? 
And what excelleth but what dieth yeung ? 
For «Age which all abhar (yet would embrace) 
Doth make the Ming as wrinckled 4s the Face, 
Then leave Laments,and thinke thow did*ft not live 
Laws to that firft eternall Canſe to give, 
But to obey thoſe Laws which he hath given, 
Ang bow unto the ju? dicrees of Heaven, 
Which cannot er:8, whatever foggy Mijis 
Deo blind men in theſe ſublunary Liſts. 
But what if (he for wh-m thon ſp:nd'ſt thoſe Groaner, | 
And waſtes thy Lifes deare Torch in ruthfal Moaner, 
Sho for wheſe ſake they bat'f} the joyfull Light, 
Comrts ſolitary Shades and irkeſon.e Night, 
Doth live ?ab ! (if thon carſt ) tryrough Teares,a ſpace, 
Lift chy dimm'd Lights, and look pon this Face, 
Look if thoſe Eyes which( feole ) thow didſt adore, 
Shine not more bright than they were wont before, 
Looke if thoſe Roſes Death cenld onght impaire 
Theſe Roſes which thou oxce ſaid(t were ſo faire; 
And if theſe Locks bave loft ought of that Gol, 
Which o».ce tley had when thou them didſt b: holds 
I live, and happy live, but thou art dead, 
1nd ſtill (halt betill i/ on be | he me male, " 
a$ 
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Alas while we are wrapt in Gowns of Earth,” 
And blind here ſuch the Aire of Woe beneath, 
Each thing in Senſes Ballances we weigh, 
And but with toyle, and Paine the truth deſcry, 
Above thus vaſt and admirable Frame, 
Thu Temple viſible, which World we name, 
Within whoſe Walls ſo many Lamps do burne, | 
So many Arches with croſſe motions twrne, 
Where the Elementall Prothers narſe their ſtrife, 
And by inteftine Wars maintam their Life : 
There s aWorld, aWorld of perfeit Bliſſe, 
Pwre, immaterial, as brightey far from hy, 
As that high Circle which the reſt enſpheaxes 
Is from thus dull, ignoble Vale of T eares, 
A World where all is found,that here « found, 
But further diſcrepart than Heaven and Greund : 
1t bath an Earth,as bath this World of yours, 
With Creatures peopled,and adorn'd with Flewr's, 
It hath a Sea, likg Saphire Girdle caſt 
* Which decks of the harmoniows Shores the Waſte 
Jt hath pare Fire, \t hath delicious Aire, 
Aoone, Sun and Stars, Heavens wonderfully faire: 
Plow'rs never there do fade, Trees grow not old, 
No Creature dieth there through heat or cold , 
Sea there not toſſed ts, nor Aire made bl:cke, 
F re doth no: greedy feed on others Wrack : 
There Heavens be not emſtrain'd about to range, 
For this World hath no need of any Change : 
AMinnutes moant not to Homes, nor Houres to Daies, 
Datrs make uo Months, but ever-blooming Mais. 
Here I remame, and hitherward do texd, 
Alt who their Sp :m of Daies in Vertue ſpent, 
What ever Pleaſant this low Place cont aines, 
J1 bet a Glance of what above remainer. 
Tiife whotſprrochane) there can nothing. be 
B-;cn4 tits wide Expanim which ley ſec, 


And 
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And that nowoht uſe mounts Stars Circumference, 

For that hong bt elſe is ſubjetl to their ſenſe, 

Feele ſucha Caſe, as one whom ſome Abiſme 

In the deep Occan kept haz all bus Tame : 

Who borne,ani nouriſh d there, cannot believe 

That elſewhere owght without thoſe waves can live ; 

Cannot beleeve that there be Temples, Tow rs, 

Which go bejund his Caves and dampijh Bowr's: 

Or there be othey People, Manners, Laws, 

Than what he finds within the churlih Waves : 

That ſweeter Flow'rs do ſpring than grow on Rocks, 

Or Beaſts there are ercell the thal; Flocks, 

That other Elements ave to be found, 

Than uw the Water and this Ba'lof Gromnd, 

But thinke that man from this Abiſme being brought, 

Did fee what carions Nature here hath wrowght, 

Didview the Meaas, the tall and fhady Wood's, 

And mark'd the bills,and the cleare rowling flow! ; 

Ard allthe Beaſts which Natwre forth orb bring, 

The feathered Troupes that flie, and ſweetly ſirg - 

 Obſerv'd the Palaces,and Cures faire, 

Aens Faihion of Life, the Fire, the Arre, 

Tle vrightin:fſe of the Sun that dims his Sight, 

1he Moone, and ſplendors of the painted Night : 

What ſmdden rapture wonld bis mind ſarpri{e? 

How wonld he b:s tmee-deare Reſort gefpiſe? 

How would he muſe how fooliſh bc had been, 

To thike all nothing but what there was ſeen? 

Wly co we get this high and valt Deſire , 

Hnio immortal things ſtill to eFfire ? 

Why deth our Alind extend it beyond Time, 

Ang 19 that highclt happineſle ever clin ? 

For we are more. thin what ro Sexſe we {* eme, 

And mere than Duſt us Worldlings do efteeme? 

We be xct made for Earth though reve we come, 

More th..nite Em'1youfer the Metkers Won, be 3 
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weeps to be made free,aud we complaine 
'# leave this loathſome Jaile of Care and Paine, 
Put thow who __ foor-fteps doſt not trace, 
iLearne 10 rowſe ap thy ming to view thus place, 
And what Earth-creeping Mortals moſt affeft, 
If not at all to ſcorne, yet not to meglett : 
Seek not vaine ſhadews,which when once obtain'd 
Are better los'd than with ſuch travel gain'd, 
T binke that on Earth what worldlings Greatneſle cf, 
Js but agloriow title to live thrall: 
; That Scepters, Diadems, and Chaires of State, 
Cattres but to (mail Minds are great : 
.. That thoſe who loftieſt mownt ds hardeſt light, 
* And deepeſt Fallrbe from the higbeſt Height - 
; That Famean Eccho tr, and all Renown 
| Liketoablafted Roſe, ere Night falls down : 
t Andthowgh it ſomething were, thinke how this Round 
Is but a [utle Point which doth it bound. 
O leave that Love which reacheth but to Daft, 
And in that Love Eternall ozly truſt, 
And Beauty,which when once it © poſſeſt 
Can only fill the Soule and make it bleſft, 
Pale Envy, jealoms Emmulations, Feares, 
Sighs, Plaints, Remerſe,bere have no place nor Tearer, 
Falſe Joes, vaine Heper, here be not, Hate nor Wrath, 
What ends all Love here moit augmentg it Death, 
" If ſuch force had the dim Glance of an Eye, 
Which but ſome few daies afterwards did die, 
That it could make thee leave all other things, 
And like a Taper:fly there bmrne thy Wings ? 
And if a woice, of late which could but waile, 
Such Power had as through Eares thy Soule to ſteale? 
If en:e thou on that poorely Faire conldft / xt 
What Flames of Love would thu within thee raiſe ? 
Inwhat a muſine Maze would it thee bring, 
Tolegrc bat once that Quire celeſtial ſing ? 


The 
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T he faireſt ſhapes on which thy Love did ſeaſe, 


Which earſt didff breed Delight, then wonld diſpleaſe,; 


But Diſcords hoarſe were Earths entiſing Sounds, 
All Muſick but a Noiſe which Senſe confounds, 
This great and burning Glaſſe which cleares all Eyer, 
And muſters with ſuch Glory in the Skies, 
That ſilver Star which with her purer Light 
AAakes D ay oft- Envy the ee pleaſing Night , 
Thoſe pers 4, evan dr hs, ſhe 
In Heavens great Volume gorgeouſly divine ; 
All wonders inthe Sea, the Earth, the Aire, 
Bo but darks Piftures of that Soveraigne Faire, 
And Tongnes, which ſtill thus cry tmto your Eare 
(Conld je amidſt Worlds Catarafts ther heave ) 
From fading things ( fond Men) lift your Deſire, 
And in our Beauty bus us made admire: 
If we ſeeme faire ? O thinks how faire us he, 
Of whoſe great Farreneſſe, Shadows, Steps we be. 
No Shadow can compare unto the Face, 
N' Step with that deare foot which did it trace, 
Yowr Soules immortal are hen place thew bence, 
And do not drown them in the Miſt of Senſe: 
Do not,O do nat by falſe Pleaſures Might 
Deprive them of that true and ſole Delight. 
That Huapyineſſe ye ſeek #4 not below, 
E arths ſweeteſt Joy ts but diſgaiſed Woe. 

Here did ſhe pauſe,and with a mild Aſpett, 
Did tewards me theſe lampmg T wins dirett. 
The wonted Rates [ knew and thrice eſſay'd 
To A»ſwer makg,thrice faul ring Tongue it ftay's 
And while upon that Face I fed my Sight, 
Me thought ſhe viſht up to Titans Light ; 
Who guilding with his Rayes each Hill,and Plain 
Seem'd to have bronght the Golden World again 
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Rinmphing,Chariots, Statues, Crownsof Bayes, 
Skie-threatming Arches, the rewards of worth, 
Books heavenly-wile in ſweet harmonious layes, 
Which men divine unto the World ſet forth - © 
States which Amvitious Minds, in blond,do raiſe, 
From frozen T ana anto ſun-barnt Gange; 
Gigantall Frames held wonders rarely (trange, 
Like Spiders webs are madethe ſport of Daics. 
Nothing is conſtant but in conſtant change, 
What's done (till is undone,and when undone 
Into tome other Fathian doth it range ; 
| Thus goes the fioting World beneath the Aſoon?: 
Wheretore my Mind above Time, Motion, Place, 
Riſe up, and (teps unxnown to Natere trace, 
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Oo long T foflowed have my fond Deſire, 
And too long painted on the Ocean vtreames, 
Too long refreſhment ſought anidit the fire, 
Paia'd thote joyes which to my Soule are Blames. 
Ab when I had what moſt I did admire, 
And feen ct Lifes Delights the laſt extreames, 
I foand all but a Rofe hedg'd with a Bryer, 
A Novght, a Thought, a Maſcarade of Dreames, 
Henceforth on Thee, my erty Goes, I'll thinke, 
For only thou canſtgrant what I do crave; 
Thy Nale my Pen ſhall be, thy Blond mine Inke, 
Thy Winding-ſheet my Paper, Studie Grave z 
An til my Scule forth of this bo1y flie, 
No Rope I'll bave out only only thee. 
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AL2RR 
T O ſpread the Azure Canopy of Heaven, 


And (pavgle it all with Sparkes of burning Gold, 


To place this pondrous Globe of Earth ſo even, 
That it ſheuld all and nought ſhould it uphold; 
With motions ſtrange t* indue the Planets ſeven, 
And Jove to make lo mild, and Afar: fo bold, 
To temper what is moiſt, dry,hot,and cold, 
Of all their Jars that ſweet Accords are given. 
Lord to thy Wiſdome's nought, nought to thy Might, 
But that thou ſhould(t, tby Glory /aid aſide, 
Come baſcly in Mortality to bide, 
And die for thoſe deferv'd an endlefle night; 

A Wonder is fo far above our wit, 

That Angels Rand amaz'd to thinke on it. 
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VV Hat hapleſſe Hap had T for to beborne 
In theſe anbappy Times, and dying Daics 
Of this now doting World, when ood decayes, 
Love's quiteextin&, and Vertze's held a ſcorne ! 
When ſuch are only pris'd by wretched waies, 
Who with a golden Fleece them can adorne; 
Whea Avarice and Lult are counted praiſe, 
And bravelt Minds live Orphane-like torlorne/ 
Why was not | borne in that golden Age, 
When Gold yet was not known ? and thoſe black Arts 
By which Baſe Worldlings vilely play their parts, 
With Horrid As (taining Earths ſtately Stage ? 
To have been then, O heaven,'t had beervmy blils, 
But blefle me now, and take me loone from this. 


"m MG. 


On 


i POBMS. 
Osthe Pourtrait ofthe (ounteſſe of Penthe. 


SON. 


s |= Goddeſſe that in Awathu doth raigne, | 
With filver Tramells, and Sapbir-colour'd Eyes, 
When naked from her Mothers Chryftall Plaine, 
She firſt appear'd unto the wondring Skes : 
Or when the. go/de n-eApple to obtaine, 
Her bluſhing Snow amazed /das Trees , 
Did never look in balfe ſo taire a guile, 
As She here drawn all ther Ages Staine, 
© God what Beauties to inflame the Seule, 
And hold the hardeſt Hearts in Chaines of Gold ! 
Faire Locks,ſweet Face, Loves ftattly Capitole, 
Pure Neck which doth that heavenly Frame uphold, 
If Yerize would to mortall Eyes appeare, 
To raviſh ſenſe She would your Beautie wear, 


SON. 


| F Heaven,the Stars, and Natare did her grace 
With all Perfettions found the /ſoone above, 
And what excclleth jn this /ower P/ace, 
Fonnd place in her to breed a World of Love : 
I Angels Gleames ſhine on her faire!t Face, 
Which makes Heavens Joy, on Earth, the gazer prove, 
And her bright Eyes (the Orbes which Beauty move) 
As Phebus dazell in bis glorious Race. 
What Pencill paint what Colour to the ſight 
So fweet a Shape can ſhow ? the bluſhing Morne, 
The re&muſt }end,the 1lkie- way the white, 
+ 4nd Night the Stars which ber rich Crown adorne , 
To draw her right then, and make all agree, 
The Heaventhe Table, Zenxy Jove mult be, 


On 
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On that ſame drawn with a Pexcill, 
SON, 


V \ Vos with brave Art the curious Painter drew 
This Heavenly Shape, the band why made he 
With golden Veines that F/ow'y of purple hue, (beare 
Which follows.on the Planet of they care ? 
Was it to ſhow how in our Hemſpheare, 
Like bim She ſhines, nay that effe&s more true 
Of Power,and Wonder do 1n her appeare, 
While He but Flow'rs.and She doth Minds {ubdue. 
Or would be elſe to Yertwes gloriovs light 
Her conſtant Courle make known, or is't that He 
Doth paralell her blifle with C/irias plight : 
Right (©, and thus, He reading in Her Eye 
Some Lovers end, to grace what be did grave, 
For Cypres Tree, this mourning Flow'r ber gaves 


] F ight be not beguil'd, 

And eyes right play their part, 

Thus Flower u not of Art, 

But's faireſt Natures Cheld, 

And though when Titan's from our World exil'd, 
be doth not lock, her leaves bis loſſe to moane, 
6 wonder, Earth finds now more Sans tha# one, 


Ju 


66 POEMS. 
To the eAuthor, 


Parthenius, 


V V Hile thou def praiſe the Roſes, Lillies,Gold, 
Which in a dangling Treſſe and Face appearty 


Still tands the Smn in Skies thy Songs to heare, 
A Silence ſweet each whiſpering Wind doth hold : 
Sleep i» Paſithea's Lap has Eyes doth fold, 
The Sword falls from the God of the tift Spheare, 
The Heard: to feed,the Birds to fing forbeare, 
Each Plant breaths Love, each Flowd and Fountain cold, 
And hence it that that once Nymph, now Tree, 
' Who 41d ib Amphrilian Shepheards S:ghs diſdaine, 
And ſcors' d bus Layes,mov' by a ſweeter V aine, 
Is become pitiful, and follows Thee, 
Thee lover,and vanteth that (be bath the Grace, 
eA Garland for thy Locks te emterlace, 


Alexis» 


He Love Alexis did to Damon beare, 

Shall witneſs'd be to all the Woods and Plaines, 
As ſingular renown'd by neighbouring Swaines, 
That to our Relitts Time may T rophees reaxe, 
Thoſe Madrigals we ſung amidſt our Flocks, 
With Garlands guarded from Apollos Beames, 
On Ochelles, whrles neare Bodotrias Streames, 
T he Ecchoes did reſouwnd them from the Rocks 1 
Of forraine Shepheards bent to try the States 
Theugh I (Worlds Gueſt )aV agabond do ſtray, 
Thou may that Store which I Mo Swrvey, 
Hs beſt acquainted with my Sonules Conceits. 

What ever Fate Heavens have for me deſign'd, 


I truſt thee with the Treaſure ef my Ming. 
| Sw 
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= whieh ſo ſweetly ſings, 
By Aska's Banker, and = plains, 
That old Meander never heard ſuch Straines, 
Eternall Fame, thou to thy Conmry brings : 
And now our Calidon 
Irby thy Songs made a new Helicon, 
Her Mountames Woods, and Sprivgs, 
While Mountains, Woods, Springs be ſhall ſound thy praiſe; 
And thowgh fierce Boreas oft make pale ber Bayes, 
And kl thoſe Mirtills with ewraged Breath, 
Which ſhould thy Brow: enwreath , 
Her Flowds have Pearles, Seas Amber do ſend forth; 
Her Heaven hath golden Stars to crown thy Worth. 


Meeris, 


T5 ſifterNymphs which has: theTheſpian ſpring:, 
More liberally therr Gifts ne*re didb:queath 
To them who on their Huls ſuck ſacred Breath, 
Then unto thee, by which them ſweetly ſings. 
Ne're did Apollo raiſe on Pegale Wings 
A Muſe more neare Himſelfe, more far from Earth, 
Than thine ; whether thow weep thy Ladies Death, 
Or fing theſe ſweet- ſowre Pangs that Pallion brings, 
To write our Thoughts in Verſe doth merit Praiſe, 
But thus the Verſe to gild in Fitions Ore, i 
Bright ,rich,delig htfnll,doth deſerve much more, 
As thow haſt done _ thy melodious Lays: : 

No doubt thy Muſes faire Morne doth bewray 

The ſwift Approath of a more gliſtring Day. 
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To the Author, 


JT” Waves of Woe thy Sighs my Soule do toſſe, 
And make run out the floud-gates of my teares, 
Whoſe rankling Wound no ſmoothing Baume long bearer, 
Bur freely bleeds when ought upbraids my Loſſe. 
T's thou ſo ſweetly Sorrow makeſt to ſing, 
And tronbled Paſſions doſt ſo well accord, 
T hat more Delight T by \\nguilh dech afford, 
Than others Joyes can Sattsfattion bring, 
What ſacred Wits (when raviſh'd ) do affeft, 
To force Aﬀetl ions, Metamorphoſe Minds, 
Whilſt uumbrow Power the Soxle in ſecret binds, 
Thon hatt perform'd, transforming in Efſeft. 

For never Plaints did greater Pitty move, 
The beſt Applanſe that 6an ſuch Notes approve. 
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T eares on the Death of 
MoteLiaDes. 


Heavens ! then is it true that Thon art gone, 
Andlett this woefall ſe her Lofſe to moane, 
Mealiades,bright Day-ſtar of the Weſt, Pa 
A Comet blazing Terrour to the Eaſt : | 
7, And neither that thy Spirir ſo heavenly wiſe, 
Nor Body (though of Earth) more pure than Skzes, 
Nox royall Srem,nor thy (weet tender Age, ' 
Of cruell Deftinies could quench the Rage? 
O fading Hopes 1 O ſhort» while-lalting Foy, 
Of Earth-borne man,that one Howre can deſtroy ! 
Then even of Yertze: Spoiles Death Trophies reares, 
As it hegloried moſt in many Teares, 
Forc'd by hard Fates, do He«vexs neglcR our Cries ? 
Are Star: (et only to aft Tragedies ? 
Then let them dotheir Y'orft ſince thou art gone, 
Raiſe whom thou liſt to Thrones, enthron'd dethrone, 
Staine Princely Bow'rs with Bloud.and even to Gange, 
In Cypreſs (ad, glad Hymen: Torches change. 
Ab thou halt left to live, and jn the Time, 
When ſcarce thou bloſſom'd'ſt jn thy pleaſant Prime, 
» | Sofallsby Northern Blaſt a virgin Roſe, 
Ref Atbalfe that doth her baſhbfull Bolome cloſe : 
Soa ſweet Flower languiſhing decaies, 
That late did bluſh when kifſt by Pheb:s Raies, 
So Phoebus mounting, the Heridians height, 
Choak't by pale Pheb2, fajnts unto our light, ? 
r + Aſtoniſh'd , 


72 $ P 0 E M $8, 
* Aſtoniſh'd Natare ſullen ſtands to ee, 
The Life ot all this Allo chang'd to be, 
In gloomy Gowns the $tarsthus lofſe depiore, 
The Sea with murmuring Mountaines beats the Shore, 
Black Darkeneſſe recles o're all inthouland Show'rs 
The weeping Aire on Earth her ſorrow poures, 
That, in a Paley, quakesto (ee fo foone 
Her Lover ſet.and N:ght built forth ere Noowe, 

If Heaven (alas) ordain'd thee young to die, 
Why was't not where thou might '{t thy Valor try ? 
And tothe wondring World at lealt (et forth 
Some little Sparke of thy expcRed Worth ? 
AXeliades, O that by Ifters Streames, 
*Mong ſounding Trumpets, ficry twinkling Gleames 
Ot warme vermilion Swords, and Cannons Roare, 
Balls thick as Raine pom'd on the Cafþ1ian Shore, 
*Mongſt broken Spears,'\moyg(t ringing Helms & ſhields, 
Hug: heapes of flau;hrred Bo ies long the Fields, 
In Turkyh loud mage red ike Marſes Star, 
Thou endedlt had thy Life,and Chriitian War : 
Or as brave Barbos thou hadlt .1 ade old Rowe, 
Qzeenof the Worl2jihy T.iumph,and thy Tembe, 
So Heavens tair Face to thiunborne World, which reads, 
A Book had beenot thy illuſtrious Deeds, 
Soto their N-phews aged Syres had told 
The high Exploits perform'd by thee ct old , 
Towns raz'4, and rais'd, viRorious,vanquith'd Bands, 
Fierce Ty rants flying, toyl d,kili'd by thy Hands. 
And in rich Arras, Virgins faire had wrought 
The Bayes and Trophies to thy Commtyy brought : 
While tome New Homer imping Wings to Fame, 
Deate Nias dwellers had made heare thy Name, 
That thou didſt not attajnc theſe Honoars Sphearer, 
Through want of #Yorth it was not,but of Teares. 
A Youth more brave pale 7 roy with trembl ng Wails 
Dia ucver ice,uor She whoic Name appalls : 
wal 


ls, 


's, 
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Both Titans golden Bow'r1, in bloudy Fights, 
Muſtring on Mars bis Field, tuch Mars-hike Knights, 
The Heavens had bruue ht thee to the highe(t Hight 
Of Wit and Courage,ſhewiig all their Might 
When they thee fran'd, ye me that what 18 brave 
On Earth,they as their own 10 10on (ſhould Crave. 
Mzaliages iweet cour iy Nymphs deplore, 
From Thule to | ydaſpes pearly ſhore. (paſſe 
When Forth thy Nutle. Forch where thou firſt didlt 
Thy tender Dues ( who {mil'd oft on her Giafle; 
To lee thee gaze) AMecanaring with her Streames, 
Heard thou hadtr lett this Reand,trom Phabus Beames, 
She [ought to fie, but forced to returne 
By Nerghbourmg Brooks, She let her (elfe to mourne 2 
And as (he ruſh'd her Cyclages arr ong., 
Sheſeem'd too plain, that Fleaven had done her wrong, 
With a hoarſe piaint, C /z5d down her (tcepy rocks, 
And Tweid through her green Mountaines clad with 
Did wound.the Ocean murmwing thy death, (flocks, 
The Ocean it roar'd adout the Earth, 
And tothe ſauritanian Ailas told, (rold 
Who ſhrunke through griete, and down his white bairs 
Huge Streames of tears, which changed wete to flouds, 
Wherewith he drown'd the neighbour plains & woods. 
The lefler Breoks as they did bubling go, 
Did keep a Conſort tothe publike Woe. 
The Sh. pheards lefe their Flocks with down-caſt cies, 
*Sdaining to Jock up to the angry Szyes : 
Some b1 ake their Pipes, and ſome in [weet-(ad Layes, 
Made len{clefie things amazed at thy Pla:ſe, 
His Reed A/ex# hung upon a Tree, 
And with his Teares made Dove» great to be. 
A1cliaces tweet courtly Nzmphs deplore 
From T ha/e to Hydaſpcs pearely (hote. 
C haſte Aſaids wnic h haunt faire Aganippes Hel, 
And you in Temwpes (acred Shage who awell, . 
| et 
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Let fall your Harps, ceaſe Tanes of Joy to ſing, 
Diſſheveled make all Parnoſſis ring 

With Anrheames (ad, thy Malick Phabas turne 
Todoletull plants, whilſt Joy it ſelfe doth mourne, 
Dead is thy Dariing who 2dorn'd thy Bayes, 

Who of: was wontto cheriſh thy {weet Layes, 

And to a /rwmper raiſe thy amorous Srile, 

That floting Delos envy might this Iſte. 

You Acidal:an Archers oreake your Bows, 

Your Torches quench, with teares blot Beawties SHOWS, 
And bid your weeping Aothey yet againe 

A ſecond Adonrdeath, nay Mars his plaine, 

His &yes once were your Dares nay, even bis Name, 
| Where ever heard, did every Heart jinflame, 

T agus did conrt his Love with Goldex Streamer, 
Rhein with bis Towns,taire Seine with «ll ſhe claimer, 
But «b (poere Lovers) Death them did vetray, 
Andnot ſuſpe&ed made their Hopes his Prey ! 

Tagus bewailes bis Loſe in Golden Streamer, 

Rhem with his Towns, faire Seine with all ſhe claimes. 
Mealtales (weet courtly Nymphs deplore, 

From Thsl:to Hydaſpes pearly ſhore. 

Eye-pleaſing MHeads,whoſe painted Pais forth brings 
White,gclden,zzure Flow'rs, which once were Kings, 
To mourning Black, their ſhining Colors dye, 

Bow down their Heads, while nghing Zephire: fly. 
Queenofthe fields, whoſe Bluſh makes bluſh the Aſoyn, 
Sweet Koſe,a Princes Death in Purple mourn, 
O Hjaci:ths for aye your are keep ſtill, 
Nay, with moe markes of Wee your Leaves now fill. 
AntyonO Flow'r of Helens teares that's borne, 
Into thele liquid Pearles againe you turne. 
Your green Locks, Forreſts cut, to weeping Mirres, 
To dead:y Cypres,and Inke-dropping Firrer, 
Your Palmers and /Miriles change, from ſhadows dark 
Wing'd Syreas waile, and you lad Ecchoes marke 

The 
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The lamentable Accents of their Moane, 
And plaine that brave Acliages is gone. 
Stay Skie thy turning Courſe, and now become 
A ltately Arch, unto the Earth his Tombe 2 
And over it ſtill watry /r# keep, 
And ſad Elettyas Siſters which (till weep 3 
H1thages \weet courtly Nymphbs deplore, 
From T hxle to Hydaſper pearly ſhore. 
Deare Ghoſt torgive thele our antimely Teares, 
Fs By which our loving Mind, though weake appeares, 
Our Loſle not Thine (when we complaioe) we weep, 
For, Thee the gliſtring Walls of Heaven do keep, 
Beyond the P/aners Wheels, 'dove bigheſt Source 
Of Spheares ; that turnes the lower in bis Courſes 
Where S#» dothnever ſet, nor ugly Nigbe 
Ever appeares in mourning Garments dight : 
Where Boreas tormy Trumpet doth not found, 
Nor Clouds,in Lightnings burſting, Minds aſtound. 
From Cares cold Climates far,and hot Deſire, 
Where Time's exil'd, and ages vere expire 3 
'Mong pureſt Spirits environed with Beames, 
Thou thipk'ſt all things below, t* havebeen but dreams; 
"S And joyTtto look down to the azur'd Bars 
, Of Heaven powd'red with Troupes of ſtreaming Stars: 
And in their turning Temples to behold, 
In filver Robe the Aſoone, the Sun in Gold; 
n, Like young Eye-ſpeaking Lovers in a Dance, 
With Majeſty by Turnes, retire, advance. 
Thou wondreft Earth to ſee hang like a Ball, 
Clos'd in thymighty Cloyſfter of this Al: 
And that poore Aer ſhould prove fo madly fond, 
To tofle themſelves for a ſmall ſpot of Groand. 
Nay, that they even dare brave the Powers above, 
From this baſe Srage of Change, that cannot move. 
ik All worldly Pompe,and Pride thou ſeeſt arile 
Like 5n.oakethat's (catt'ced in the empty Skies. 
he Other 
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Other high H:/s and Forreſt» other Tow'rs, 
Amaz'd thou fiod{t excelling our poore Bow'rs, 
Comrts void of Flattery, of Malice Afindr, 
Pleaſure which laſts, not ſuch as Reaſos blinds, 
Thou ſweeter Songs doſt bearegand Carrollings, 
Whilſt Heaven: do dance,and Quirezof Angel: (ings, 
Then muddy 4»: could faine, even our Annoy 
(IF it approach that Place) is chang d to Joy. 

Reſt bleſſed ſouls, reit ſatiate with the fight 
Ofbim whoſe Beames (though dazling ) do delight, 
| Lifeot all lives, Cauſe of each other cauſe, 

The Spheare and Center where the Adind doth pauſe * 
Narciſſm of bimſelfe,himſelfe the Fel, 
Lovergand Brat that doth all excell. * 

Relt happy Soxle, and wonder in that Glaſ?, 
Where (een is all that ſhall! be, &, or was, 

While ſpall be,w,or was, do pafſe away, 

And nothing be, but an Eternal Day. 

For ever reſt, thy Praiſe Fawe will eoroule 
Ingolden Annals, while about the Pole 

The flow Bovtes turnes, or Sn doth riſe 

With ſcarlet Scarfe tocheare the mourning Skies, 
The Virgins to thy Tombe will Garlands beare 
Of Flow'rs,and with each Flow'r let fall a Teare. 
Algliales (weet courtly Nymphs deplore 

From Thule to Hyjdaſpes pearly ſhores 
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OF FET, 
OrPonPHYRIE, 
Or that white Stoxe - 
PAROS affords alone, + oy 
Ortheſe in & Z U R'E dhe, : 

?, Which ſeem to ſcorn the SKIE; » 
| Here Memphis Wonders do not ſet, 

Nor ARTEMISIA'S bage Frame, 

That keeps ſo long her Lovers Name: 

Make no great marble Atlas ſtoop with Gold 
To pleaſe the Vulgar EY E ſhall it behold: 

The Muſes,Phoedus, Love, have raiſed of their teares® © 
A Cryſtal Tomb to him,throwgh which bus worth appeariy + 


CES TIS ISSILESALAS. 


ST! Paſſenger,(ee where encloſed lies, 
The Paragon of Princes, faireſt Frame, 
Time,N ature, Place,could ſhow to mortall Ezes i 
In Worth Wit, Vertne Miracle of Fame : 
At leaſt that Part the Earth of, him could clame, 
This Marble holds (bard like the Deſtinies ) 
For as to his brave Spirit, and glotious Vane, 
The One the Forld, the other fills the Skzes, 
Wb immortall Amarentbas, princely Reſe, 
Sad Violet, and that ſweer Flow'r that beares, 


In Sangeine Spots the Tenor of our Woes, 
Spread on this Srone,and waſh it with your Tears 

Then go and tell from Gades unto [nde, 
You law where Earths PerfeRions were con- 
(fin'd. 
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A Paſſing Glance, n Lightning long the skies 

Which uſh'rivg Thunder, dics ſtraight to our ſighe; 
A Sperks that doth from jarring mixtures riſe, | 
Thus drown'd is in th* huge Depths of Day and Nigher 


' Ts this {mall trifle, Life, beld in tuch Price, 


Ot blinded Fights, whe ne're judge —_— aright ? 
Of Partbian (haft lo ſwift is not the Flight, 
As Life,that waſtes it ſelfe,and living dies. 6 
Ab, what is humane Greatnefſe, V alowr, Wit ? \ 
What fading Beauty, Riches, Honour, Praiſe ? 
To what doth ſerve in go/dex T hroxes to (it, 
F hrall Eartbs vaſfte Rownd, triumpball 4rebes raiſe $1 
That'sall a Dreamelcarne inthis Princes Fall, = 
In whom fave Death, nought mortall wasac all, 


William Drummond. 
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To the Reader, 


He Name, which in theſe Verſes is given unto 

Prince Hewry, is that which h2 Himlelfe inthe 
Chidllenges of his Martiall Sports, and Maicarads, was 
wont to.ule, MOzLIADES Prince of the [ſlers which 
in Azegrew miketh a #ord moſt worthy of fuch a 
Knight as He was, a Knight (if 7c had ſuffered his 
ARions an(wer the Worlds expeRation j only worthy 
of (nch aMord, 47i;zs 4 Deos 
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Madrigals and Epigrams: 


The Statue of CHedaſa. 


F that Meduſa ſtrange, 
Who thoſe that did ber ſee in Rocks did change, 
No Image carv'd u this ; 
Medula's ſelfe it tt 
For while at heate of Day 
To quench her Thir#t She by ths Spring did flayy 
Her bideows Head beholding wm this Glaſſe, . 
Her Senſes fail'd, and thus trariform'd (he was. 


The Pohtrtrait of ſar: and Verne, 


Aire Paphos wanton Qacen 
Fo drawn in White and Red) 


Is truty here,as when im Vulcans Bed 

She was of all Heavens langhing Senate ſeen, 
Gate on her Haire, and Ee, 

Her Brows, the Bows of Love, 

Hey back. with Lillies ſpred 1 

Te alſo mrght perceive ber twyne and move, 
Bui that She netther ſo will do, nor dare, 

For feare to waks the angry Godof War, 
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Narcifdus, 


| 275008 carnot quench my Flames, uh | in thu Welt 
I burne, not drowne, for what I cannot tell. 


D ameta's Dreame: 


a_—_ dreaw'd he ſaw his Wife at Sport, 
And found that fight was through the horny Port. 


Cherries, 


M Y Wanton we ep no more 

The lofing of your Cherries, 
T hoſo,and far ſweeter Berries, 
Yowr Siſter in good tore 

Hath in her Lips and Face, 


Be glad,kiſſe ber with me and hold your peace. 


Icarus. 


SY with audacious Wings 

Icleav'd theſe airy Waies, 

And filld{a Monſter new Jwith Dread and Fearer, 
T he feathered People and their Eagle Kings : 
Dazell'd with Phcebus Rajes, 

And charmed with the Muſick, of the Spheaver,. 
When Quills conld move no more and force did faile, 
Theugh down I fell from Heavens high azure bound; 3 
Yet doth Renowne my Loſſes countervaile, 

For ftill the Shore my brave attempt reſonnatr. 

A Sea.an Element doth beare my Name, | 
What Mortalls Tombe 's ſo great in Place or Fame, 


On 


tt, 


On his Lady, beholding her ſelfe ina Marble, 


Orld wonder not, that [ 
VV% 1n my breſt engraven 
That Angels face hath me of Re#t bereaven. 
See Dead and Senſeleſſe things cannot deny 
To lodge ſo drare a Gueſt : 
Ev'n this hard Marble Stone 
Receives the ſame, and loves, but cannot groent. 


To ſleep. 


Ow comes it Sleep,that thiuw 
Even kiſſes me affords 
Of her (deare her ) ſo far who's abſent now? 
How did [ heare thoſe Words, 
Which Rocks mig bt move,nd move the Pines to Bow? 
Aye me,before halfe day | 
Why did'ſt thou ſteale away? 
Retwrue,l thine for ever will remaine, 


If thow wilt bring with thee that Gueit againe, 
Apleaſant deceit, 


Very a chriftall Somree 

I6las laid bis face, 
Of purling Streames to ſee the refHeſſe Conrſe, 
But ſcares he had o'reſhadowed the Place, 
When in the water he a Child eſpier, 
So like bimſelfe in tature, Face, and Eyes, 
That glad he roſe, and cried, 
Dears Mates approach, ſee whom I have deſeried, 
The Boy of whom ſtrange ſtories Shephearas telly 
Ofi-called Hylas, dwelleth in this Well, 
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The Canon, 


vV Hen firſt the Canon from her gaping Throat 
Againſt the Heaven her roarmg Sulphar ſhot, 
Jove wakened with the noiſe did acke with wonder, 
What Mortall Wight had ſtolne from bins bis Thunder: 
Hu chriſtall Tow'rs be feared,but Fire and Aire 

So high did ſtay the Ball from mounting there. 


Thais Metamorpholis, 


] N'to Briareus huge 

Thais wi(h'd ſhe might change 

Her Man,and pray'd bim not thereat to grudge, 
Nor fondly thinks it ſtrange; 

For if (ſaid (he) I might the parts diſpoſe, 
Iwiſh you not 4 bundred Armes nor Hands, 

But hundred things like thoſe 

With which Priapus is ovr Garden fands, 


The quality of a Kiffe. 


He kifſe with ſo much ſtrife 
y-+ T late got ( ſweet Heart ) 
Wa it a ſign of Death,or was tt Life? 
Of Life it could not be, 
For [ by it did fizh ney Soule in thee : 
Ne wa it Death, Death doth xa joy impart. 
Tho filent ftand'ft,ab {what d:d'ſt thou bequeath, 
A dying Life to me, or living Death? 
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His Ladies Nog. 


Hen Her deare Foſome clips 
_V. That little Cur gwbich fawnes to touch her Liys, 
Or when it his hap 
To lie lap'd m her Lap, 
O it grows Noon with me, 
Wubh hotter-pointed Beames 
I burne,then thoſe are which the Sun forth ffreamer, 
Whenpiercing ”—=_—_ bis Rayes call d may be ; 
And as I muſe how I to thoſe extreames 
Am brought, I find no Cauſe, except that She 
In Loves bright Zodiack having trac'd each Roome, 
To the hot Dog-ftar now at laſt u come. 


An Almanack, 


: (or # ſtrange Ecclipſe one ſaies 

Strange Wonders doth foretell; 

But you whoſe Wives excell, 

And love to count their Praiſe, 

Shut all your gates, your Heages plant with Thornes, 
The Sn did threat the World this time with Horne? 


The Silk. worme of Love, 


A Dxdale of my Death 
Now | reſemble that ſlie worme on Earth, 


Which prone to its own harme doth taks no reft : 

For Day and Night oppre#t, 

1 feed on fading Leaves 

Of Hope which me deceives, 

And thouſand Webs do warpe within my Breſh, 

And thus in end unto my ſelfe I weave 

A faſt-ſtat Priſon, or acloſer Grave, 
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Deep impreſſion of Loveto his Miſtris, 


V Lo a mad Dog doth bite, 
He doth in Water ſtill 
Thar mad Dogs Image ſee : 
Love mad (perhaps) when he my Heart did ſmite 
( More to diſſemble bis 1) 
T ransform'd bimſelfe to thee : 
For then art preſent ever ſince to me. 
No Spring there 5«,no Floud, nor other Place, 
Where I (alas) mit ſee thy Heavenly Face, 


# 


A Chaine of Gold. 


A Re not thoſe Locks of Gold 

Sufficient Chames the wildeſt Hearts to held? 

Is mot that Ivory Hand 

4 Diamantin: Band, 

HAoft ſmre to keep the moſt antamed Mind, 

But ye muſt others find? 

O yes why « that Golden One then worne ? 

Thus free in Chaines (perhaps ) Loves Chaines to ſcorne, 


On the Death of a Linnet- 


F cruell Death had Eaves, 
Or could be pleas'd by Song, 
This wing'd Muſician bad 1.v'd many years, 
Ard Nilz mine had never w:pt theſe Wrongs * 
For when it firſt trok Breath, 
The Heavens their Notes did wnto it bequeath © 
And if that Samians ſentences be true, 
Amphion i» this Body l:v'd anew, 
Bu: Death, who nothing ſpares,and nothing heares, 
As be doth Kings, killa ut, O Griefe { O Teares '4 wy” 
Had 
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Lilla Prayer, 


LT if thou wilt once more 

That I to thee retwrne, 

(Sweet God Javaks me not burn * 

For quivering Age, that doth ſpent D aies deplore. 
Nox,do then wound my Heart 

For ſome wnconſtant Boy 

Who joyes to love, yet makes of Love a Toy, 

But (ub!) if I muffprove thy golden Dart , 

Of grace, O let meſtud 

A ſweet young Lover with an aged Mind, 

Thw Lilla pray'd, and Idas did reply, 

(ho heard) Deare have thy wiſh, for ſuch am 1. 


Armelin: Epitapb. 


N Fare tothy E glantine 
Enclsjed lies the milke-white Armeline ; 


Once Cloris o»ly joy, 

Now only her annoy, 

Who envied was of the moſt happy Swaines 
That keep their Flocks in Mountaines, Dales,or Plains: 
For oft ſhe boye the wanton in ber Arme, 

And oft her Bed,and Boſome did he warnw ; 

Now when wnkinder Fates did bins deſtroJs 

Bleſt Dog he hadthe Grace, 

That Cloris for him wet with teares her Faces 


Epitaph. 


He Bawd of Juitice he who Laws controll'd, 
' | And made them fawn, and frown as be got gold, 
That Proteus of our State, whoſe Heart and Mouth 


Were farther diſtant than is North from South, þ 
F 1 hat 
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That Cormorant who made himſelfe ſo grofſe 
On Peoples Raine, and the Princes Loſſe, % 
1s gone ro Hell, and though he here dd evil, 

He there perchance may prove an honeſt Devil, 


A Tranſlation. 


lerce Robbers were of old 

Exil'd the Champian Ground; 
From Hamlets chas'dyin Cities kill'd, or bonnd, 
And only Woods, Caves, MM. ount ane aid thens bold : 
But now (when all « ſold) 
Woods, Mount aines, Caves, to good Men be refuge, 
And do the Guiltleſſe lodge, 

: And clad in Parple Gowns 

' Thegreateſt Theeves command within the Townt, 


Epitaph. 


Hen Death thee hath begwil'd 
Yaz firſt borne Child ; 
Then thou whothrall'd all Laws 
Now againſt Wormes cannot nyaintaine thy Canſt : 
Yet Wormes (more juſt than thow) now do no Wrong, 
Since all do wonder they thee ſpar d ſo long ; 
For though from Life thou a1dſt but lately paſſe, 
Twelve Springs are gone ſince thou corrupted was. 


Come Citizens, ereft to death an Altar, 
Who keeps you from Axe, Fucll Timber, Halter. 
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A Jcft. 


N a moſt holy Church, a boly man, 
Unto 4 holy Saint with Viſage wang 
And Eerliks Fonntaines, mumbled forth a Prayer, 
And with ſtrange Words and S1ghs made blick the Aires 
And having long ſo ſtay'd,and long long pray'd, 
A thouſand croſſes on him|elfe he lay'd, 
And with ſome ſacred Beads hung on his Arme 
Hu Eye2,bu Month, his Temples, Breſt did charme, 
Thus not content (range Werſhip hath no end) 
To kifſe the Earth at laſt he did pretend, 
And bowing down beſought with humble grace, 
en aged Woman neare to give ſomeplace : 
She tmrn'd, and turning «9 her Hole beneath, 
Said, Sir kiſſe here for it is all but Earth. 


Proteus of Marble. 


Hs ts no work of Stone, X 
TT Then it ſeems breatbleſſe,cold,and ſenſe bath nowe; 
But that falſe God which keeps 
The monſtrous people of the raging Deeps 1 
Now that he doth not change bu | Jn thu while, 
ht is thus conſtant more you ro beguile+ 


Pamphilus. 


g Ome L adie: wed, ſore love, and ſome adore thew, 
[ likg their wanton ſport then care not for ther. 


Apclles 
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Apelles enamour'd of CampaiFe, Alexander; Milttis. 


P Oore Painter white I ſought 
To connterfeit by eArt 

The faireſt Frame which Nature ever wrowght, 

And baving limm'd each Part 

Except her matchleſſe Eyes : 

Scarce on thoſe Swns 1 gaz'd, 

As Lightuing falls from Skies, 

When ftraight my Hand grew wtake, my Mind amazd, 
HAnd ere that Pencill balfe them had expreff, 

Love had them drawn, ws, grav'd them in my Breſt, 


Campaſpe. 


'©Q, N Stars ſhall I exclaime, 
Which thus my Fortune change, 
Or ſhall I elſe revenge 
Upon my ſelfe tbis (hame, 
Inconſtant Monarch, or ſhall I thee blame 
Who lets Apelles prove 
Ss The ſweet D-lichrs of Alexanders Love ? 
' No, Stars, my ſeife.and thee, ] all forgive, 
And Joes. that thu [ live ;; 
Of thee,blind King, my Beauty was deiÞir'd, 
Thoudidfſt not know it, now being known 'tis priz/d. 


Cornucopia. 


My 
| || F for one only Horne, 
Which Nature ro him gave, 
So famors 15 the nable Unicorne ? 
What praiſe ſhould that Man have, 
Whoſe Head a Lady brave 
Doth with a goodly paire at ence agorce ? 


Love 


VE 
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Love ſuffers no Paraſol, 


Hoſe Eyes, deare Eyes, be Spheares 


Where rwo bright Suns are roll'd, 
T hat fawe Hand to behold 
Of whiteft Snow apprarert 


Then while ye cojly ſtand 

To hide from me thoſe Eyer, 

Sweet I wonld you adviſe 

To chuſe ſome other faxne than that white Hand : 
_ for trmth moſt true this know, 


For if 
Theſe 


ere long muſt needs conſume warme Snow: 
Unpleaſant Muſick, 


Iv fields Ribaldo ftr49'd 

Mayes T ape#try to ſee, J 
And bearing on a Tree 

A Cuckow ſing, (igb'd to bimſclfe and ſaid, 

Loe how alas even Birds ſit mocking me. 


Sleeping Beauty. 


O® ight too dearely bought | 

Shee ſleeps, and though theſe Eyes 

Which lighten Cupids Skzes 

Be clo#'d, yet ſuch a grace 

Ent ironeth that Place, 

That I throwg h Wonder to grow faint am brought? 
Suns if ecclips'd you have ſuch power divine, 

What power have 1 t' endure you when you ſhine ? 


Alcons 
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Aleons Kille, 


VV others at their E are, 

Two Pearles,Camilla as her Noſe did weart, 
Which Alcoa who nenght ſaw 

(For Love © blind) robb'd with apretty Kifſe; 

But having known hu miſſe, 

And felt what Ore he from that Mine did draw, 
then ſhe to come again did him deffre, 

He fled,and ſaid, toule Water quenched Fire. 


The Statue of Yeww lleeping. 


P Aſſenger vexe not thy Mind PF 
To make me mine Eyes unfold; 


For if thos (honldſt them behold, 
Thine perhaps they will make blind. 


Laura to Petrarch. 


Rather love a Youth and chil #(h Rime, 
Than thee whoſe Verſe and Head are wiſt through 
(7 ime, 
The Roſe. 


Low'r which of Adons Blowd 
Sprargs when of that cleare Floud 
Which Venus wept another white was boyne : 
T he ſweet Cynarean Tomth thox lively ſhows, 
But thus ſharpe- pointed Thorne 
So proud about thy Crimſin Folds that grows, 
What dcth it repreſent ? | 
Boares Teeth(perhaps)hi milh-white Flanke which rents 
O ſhow in ne of nneſteemed Worth 
That both the k17'd, and kyilltr ſerreth forth ! n 


ob 


8, 


Mts 
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A Lovers Prayer. 

Eare to a Chriſtall Spring, 
N With Thirſt and Heat oppreſt, 
Narciſla faire doth reſt, 
Trees,pleaſant Trees which thoſe green plains forth bring 
Now interl ace your trembling Tops above, 
And maks 4 Canopy nuts my Love ; 
So in Heavens higheſt Houſe when Sun appearer, 
Aurora way jou cheriſh with her Teares, 


Tolas Epitaph. 

Ere deare Jolas lies, 
Ht. whilſt he liv'd m Beauty did ſurpaſſe 
That Boy, whoſe beavenly Eyes 
Brought Cypris from above, 
Or bm to death who look'd in watry Glaſſe, 
Even Judge the God of Love. 
nd if the Nymph once beld of hin ſs deare 
Dorine the faire,woulg bere but (hed one Teare, 
T how ſhou!dſt in Natures ſcorne 
A Purple Flow'r ſee of this Murble borne, 


The Trojan Horſe. 


Horſe I am, whobit, 
Reinegrod,Spur do not feare, 
When I my Reders beare, 
With my Wombenoc on my Back they fit, 
No ſtreames [ drintg,nor care for Graſſe or Corne ; 
Art we 4 Movſter wrought 
All Natures workes ro ſcornez 
A Mother I was without Mother boyne, 
Incnd all rms'd my Father I forth brought : 
What thouſand Ships, and Champion: # re mowne 
Conld not ao free,captiv'd I raz'd Troy's Town. n 
or 


lg. 


For Dorm, 


VV? '7 Nais andye nice | h 
Like to a well wrought Stone, 

#hen Dorus would yos kiſſe ? 

Denie him not that bliſſe, 

He's but a Child (old Men be Children twice) 
And even a Toothleſſe one : ' 
And when his Lips yours touch in that delight 

Ye need wot feare be will theſe Cherries bite, 


Love vagabonding, 

Cos Nymphs, if as ye ſtray . 

Ye find the froth-borne Goddeſſe of the Sea, <q 
eAllblubb'red, pale, undone, 
Who ſeeks ber giddy Son, 
That little God of Love, | 
Whoſe golden ſhaſts your chafteſts Boſomes prove 
Who leaving all the Heaven: hath run away 2 
If onght ta him that finds him ſhe'll impart 
Teller he nightly lodgeth in my Heart, 


To a River. 
Ith She wil! not that I 
She ro the World my Joy, 

T hou who oft mine anno 

Haſt heard deare Floudgell Thetis if thou can 

T hat not a happier Man 

| Doth breathe beneath the Skie. 

HAore ſweet more white, more faire, 

Lips, Hands, and Amber Haire, y * 

Tell none did ever touch, 

Al ſmaller daintier Waſte 

Till never was embrac't 

But pe ce ſince ſhe forbids thee tell too much, "PL 

» LICK 


Lids, 
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Lida. 


Uch Lida «,that who her ſees, : 
Through Envy,or through Love, fraight ditis 


Phrzne. 


fone Siſters kelp my Phrznes Praiſe totell, 
Phrzne heart of my heart, with whom the Graces 
For [ ſwrcharged am ſo ſore that I not know (dwell, 
What firit to praiſe of ber her Breſt, or Neck of Snow, 
| Her Cheeks with Roſes ſpred, or her two Suw-like Eyes, 
Her teeth of brighteſt prarl her lips where Sweetnes lieri 
Bxt thoſe ſo praiſe themſelver,being to all Eyes ſet forth, 
That Mules ye necd not to ſay ought of their Worth, 

Then her white ſwelling P aps eſſay for to makg kyowr,, 
Bat her white ſwelling paps through ſmalleſt vail are ſhowng 
Yet She hath ſometbing elſe more worthy than the reſt 
Not ſeen go ſing of that which lies beneath hey breft, 

And mounts like fairParnaſſe.wherePegatTe well doth ran; 
Here Phirzne ftay'd my Mu'e ere (he had well begun, 


Kiſſes delired. 


Hough 1 with ſlrange Deſire 
To hifſe thoſe roſie Lip1 amsſet on fire, 
Yet will I ceaſe to crate 
Sweet kiſſes in ſuch ſtore, 
At he who long before Az 
In thouſands 5 oil Lesbia did receive © 
Sweet beart but once me hiſſe, 
And I by that ſweet bliſſe 
Even ſweare to ceaſe you to importane mere z 
Pore one no number 15, 
Another Word of me ye ſhall not heare 
After one K1ſſe,but (till one Kifle my Deares | 
H D;(wed 
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Deſired Death. 


Eare Life while I do tonch 

Theſe Corrall Ports of bliſſe, 
Which ftill themſelves do kiſs, 
And ſweetly me invite to do a4 much, 
All panting in my Lips, 
My Heart my life doth leave, 
No ſenſe my Senſes have, 
And inward Powers de find a ſtrange Ecclipſe : 
Thu Death ſo heavenly well 
Doth ſo me pleaſe,thar [ 
Fenld zever longer ſecke in ſenſe to dwell, 
If that even thus I only could bit dye. 


Phceve. 


] F for to be alone, and all the Night to wander, 
Maids can prove chaſte, then chaſte is Phoebe without 
( Nlandey. 
Anſwer. 


Oole ſti]! to be aloxe,al Night in Heaven to wander, 
Would maks the wanton chaſle, thenſhe's chaſte with- 
(out ſlander. 
The cruelty of Rora. 


VV Hilſt fghing forth his Wrongs, 

In ſweet, though dol:full Songs, 

Alexis ſought to charme his Roras Eares, 

The Hils were heard to moane, 

To ſigh each Spring appeared. 

Trees hardeſt Trees through Rine diſtill'd their Teares, 
And ſoft grew every Stone : 

But Teares, nor Sight,nor Song: could Rora move, 

For ſhe rejojced at his plarnt and lute 


ages, 
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A Kiſle, 


Arke,happy Lovers, harke, 

Thu firſt and laft of Joyes, 
Thu ſweetner of eAnnojes, 
Thu NeQar of the Gods, 
You call a Kiſſe, is with it ſelfe at ods i 
Hind balfe ſo ſweet us not 
In equall Meaſure gat, 
Ar light of Sun, as it ts in the darke, 
Harke happy Lovers harks. 


Kalas Complaint, 


Ala 04 Mopſus Wife, 
Kala with faireFt Face, 
For whom the Neighbour Swaines oft were at ftrife, 
As ſhe 10 milke her ſnowy Flock did tend, 
Sigh'd with a heavy Grace, 
And ſaid : What wretch like me doth lead her life ? 
I ſee not how my T ache (hall have an end : 
All Day [ draw theſe ftreammg Dno: in Feld, 
All Night mine empty Huabana). ſoft and cold. 
- 


Phillis. 


= Peticoat of greene, 

Her Haire abont her Eine, 
Phullis beneath an Oake 

Sate milking ber faire flock, - 
Mong ft that ſmeer-ftrained moifture (rare delight} 
Her band ſeew'd milke,in milke it was ſo white, 


H 2 
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A Wiſh, 


O forge to mighty Jove 
The SES WAFS 
Nox on this Rownd below 
Rich Midas skillto &now, 
Ani mikg all Gold I romch, 
De I deforegtt is for we too much ; 
Of allthe Arts praftird beneath the Skie, 
i would bat Phillis Lapidarie be. 


Nils. 


Ifa, Palemons Wefe, him weeping told 

He kept not Grammar rules now being old; 
Foy why (quoth ſhe )poſition falſe make ye, 
Putting a (hort thing where along (howld be, 


A Lovers Heaven. 


Hoſe Stars, nay Swns, which turne 

So ſtately in thetr Sphearer, 

Ani dazeling do not burne, 

The Beauty of the Mprne 

Which on theſe cheeks appeares, 

The Harmony which to that voice us given, 
Aates me thinks you are Heaven, 

If Heaven you be, O that by powerfull Charmes, 
I Atlas were exfolded in jour armes ? 


Epitapb, 


Hu deare,though not-yefpeBted Earth doth hold 
| One for his worth whoſe Tombe ſhould be of geld. 


La Beautics 


zatics 


| 
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Beauties Iden- 


VV Ho wonld PerfeRions faire Idea ſee, 
Onpretty Cloris let hins look, with me ; 
White is her haire, her Teeth white, white her Skin, 
Black be ber Eyes, her Eye-brows Capids Inze : 
Her Locks, ber Body, bands do long appeare, 
But Teeth ſhort, ſhort her Wombeaud tither Exre ; 
The ſpace 'twixt Shoulders, Eyes are wide, Brow wide, . 
Strait Waſte,the Month ftrait,and her virgin Pride. 
Thick are hey Lips, Thighs, with Benkes ſwelling there, 
Her Noſe « ſmall ſmall Fingers, and ber Haire t 
Her ſugred Mowth, her Cheekes, ber Nailes be red, 
Little bey Foot, Breſt littlegand her Head. 
Such Venus was, ſuch was that Flame of Troy, 
Such Cloris is, mine Hope,and only Joy. 


Lalxs Dentb. 


A AidFF the Waves profomnd, 

Far, far from all Reliefe, 

The honeſt Fiſher Lalus, ab ! « drown'd, 

Shmt thu Lutle Shiffe : 

The Board: of which did ſerve hin for a Bierg, 

Ss that when be to the black World came neare 

Of hins no Silver greedy Charon gor, 

For be in hug own Ko 

Didpaſſe that Flend, by which the God: do ſweare, 
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Riumphant Arches, Statnes crown'd with Bayes, 
Proud Obeliskes, Tombes of the vaſte(t Frame, 
Brazen Cololles Ar/aſes of Fame, 
And Temples bnilded to vaine Deities praiſe - 
States which unſatiate Minds jo blouil do raile, 
From Southerne Pole unto the Artick Teame, 
And even what we write to keep our Name, 
Like Spiders Caules are made the ſport ot Daies ; 
All only conſtant is in conſtant Chang: 
What done is, is undone, and when undone, 
Into ſome other figure doth it range, 
Thus rolls the reſtleſſe World beneath the Moon : 
Wherefore(my Mind)above Time, Motion,Place, 
Aſpire,and Stepr, not reach'd by Na'ure, trace. 


Ye 
© 
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Good that never ſatisfies the Mind, 
A Beauty fading like the Aprill flow'rs, 
A Sweet with flouds of Gall that runs combin'd, 
A Plca(ure paſſing ere in thought made ours, 
A Honour that more fickle is than wind, 
A Glory at Opinions frown that low'rs, 
A Treaſury which bankrupt Time devoures, 
A Knowledge than grave Ignorance more blind ; 
A vaine Delight our equalls to command, 
A Stile of greatneſſe, in effe&t a Dreame, 
Aſwelling Thought of holding Sea and Land, 
A ſervile Lot,deckt with a pompous Name : 
Are the ſtrange Ends we toyle for here below, 
Till wiſeſt Death make us our errours know, 


LAS, 


I Z a right hadow ts, 

For if it long appeare, 

Then us it ſpent, and Deaths long Night draws neare ; 
Shadews are moving, light, 

And u there angle Þ moving as ts thus ? 

When it 1s moſt in Sight, 

It fteales away, and none know; how or where, 

So neare onr Cradles to onr Coffin; are, 


H 4 Looke 
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I as the Flow'r whichlingringly doth fade, 
The Mornings Darling late, the Summers Queen, 
Spoyl'd of that Juyce which kept it freſh andgreen, 
As highas it did caiſe, bows low the head : 
Right (o the pleaſures of my Life being dead, 
Orin their Contraries but only (cen, 
Wi:h ſwifter ſpeed declines than erſt it pred, 
And (blaſted ) ſcarce now ſhows what it hath been, 
Therefore, as doth the Pilgrim, whom the Night 
Halt darkly to impriſon on his way, 
Thinke on thy Home ( my Soule ) and thinke aright, 
Of what's yet left thee of Lites waſting Day; 
Tby Syn poſts Weſt ward, paſſed is thy Morne, 
Andtwice it is not given thee to be borne. 


333 


He weary Mariner ſo far not flies 
An howhng Tempelt, Harbour to attaine, 
Nor Shephcard haſts (when frayes of Wolves ariſe ( 
So faſt to Foldto fave his bleating traine, 
AsI (wing'd with Contempt and juſt Diſdaine) 
Now fie the World, and what it molt doth prize, 
And SanRuary ſeek free to remaine 
From wounds of abjeRt Times, and Envies eyes ; 
To me this World did once ſeem (weet and faire, 
While Senles light, Minds Perſpective kept blind; 
Now like unagin'd Landskip in the Aire, 
And weeping Raine-bows her belt Joyes I find ; 
Or if pught here js þad that praiſc (hould bave, 
It 13 an obſcure Life, and ſilent Grave, 
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LES: 


F this faire Volume which we World do name, 
It we the ſheets and leaves could turne with care, 
Of bim who it corre, and did it frame, 
We cleare might read the Art and Wiidome rare, 
Find ont his Power which wilde(t Pow'rs doth tame, 
His Providence extending every-where, 
His Juſtice whicb proud Rebels doth not ſpare, 
In every Page, no, Period of the ſame : 
But filly we like fooliſh Children reſt, 
Well pleas'd with colom'd Velum, Leaves of Gold, 
Faice dangling Ribbaods,leaving what is beſt, 
On the great Writers tenſe vere taking bold z 
Or if by chance weltay our Minds on ought, 
It is ſome PiRare on the Margine wrought, 
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He Griefe was common, common were the cries, 
Teares,»09s,and Groanes of that afflied Traine, 
Which of Gods cholen did the Sum containe, 
And Eaith rebounded with them, pierc'd were Skies ; 
All good had lett the World, each Vice did raign 
In the moſt monſtrous jorts Hell could deviſe, 
And all Degrees,and each Eltate did (taine, 
Nor further had to go whom to ſurprize; 
The World beneath, the Prince of Darkneſle lay, 
And in each Temple had bimſclfe inſtall'd, 
Was facritic'd unto, by Prayers call'd, 
Reſponſes gave, which (fooles) they did obey : 
When (pittying Man) God of a Virgines wombe 
Was borne, and thole falle Deities itrooke dumbe._ 


Run 
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Ro Shepheards)run,where Berhlem bleſt appears, 
We bring the beſt of News,be notdiſmay'd, 
A Saviour there is borne, more old than yeares, 
Amidſt the rolling Heaven this Earth who ſtay'd ; 
In a poore Cottage Inn'd,a Virgin Maid, 
A weakling did him beare who all upbeares, 
There he in Cloatbs is wrapt, in Manger laid, 
To whom too narrow S wadlings are our Spheares. 
Run (Shepheards) run, and ſolemnize his Birth, 
This is that Night, no, Day grown great with Bliſſe, 
In which the Power of Satas broken is, 
In Heaven be Glory,Peace unto the Earth; 
Thos finging through the Aire the Angels ſwame, 
And all the Stars re-eccboed the ſame. 
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Than the faireſt day, thrice fairer night, 
Night to belt Daies, in which a $un doth riſe, 
Ot which the golden Eye which cleares the Skies, 
1s but a ſparkling Ray, a Shadow light ; 
And bleſſed ye (in lilly Paſtors (ight ) 
Mild Creatures in whole warme Ctibnow lies, 
That Heaven-ſfent Youngling, boly-Maid-born Wight, 
*Mid(t,end, beginning of our Propheſies : 
Bleſt Cottage that hath Flow'rs in Winter ſpread, 
Though withered blefled Grafle, that bath the grace 
To deck and be a Carpet to that Place. 


\ 


Thus ſinging tothe ſonnds of oaten Reed 
Before the Babe, the Shepheards bow'd their knees, * 
And Sptings tan Near, Honey dropt from Trees. 


To 
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ſpread the azare Canopy of Heaven, 
And make it twinkle with thoſe ſpangs of Gold, 

To ſtay the pendrous Globe of Earth fo even, 
That it ſhould all, and noaght ſhould it uphold ; 
To give ſtrange motions to the Planets ſeven, 
Or Jove to make ſo meek,or Mars (o bold, 
Totemper what is moilt,dry, hot,and cold, 
Ot all their Jars that (weet accords are given - 
Locd, to thy Wiſdom's nought; nought to thy Might, 
But that thou ſhould(t {thy Glory laid aſide ) 
Come meanely in mortality to 'oide, 
And die for thoſe deſerv'd eternall plight, 

A wonder is fo far above our wit, 

T hat Angelsſtand amaz'd to mule on it. 


LES. 


Helaſt and greateſt Herauld of Heavens King, 
Girt with rough Skins, bies to the Deſarts wild, 
Among that {avage brood the Woods forth bring, 
Which he more barmeleſle tound than man,and mild ; 
His food was Locults,and what there doth (pring, 
With Honey that from Virgine Rives diſtill'd, 
Parcht Body, hollow Eyes, ſome uncouth thing 
Made him appeare, long ſince from Earth exil'd, 
There burlt he forth, all ye whoſe Hopes rely 
On God, with me amid{t theſe Deſarts mourne, 
Repent,repent,and from old erroursturne, 


Wholiſt'ned to bis voice, obey'd his cry ; 
Only the Ecchoes, which he made rclent, 
Rung from their flinty Caves, repent, epent. 
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Heſe Eyes (deare Lord) once Tapers of Defice, 

T Brave Scouts betraying what they had to keep, 
Which thezrown heare,then others ſet on fire, 
Their trait'rous black before thee here ont- weep; 
Theſe Locks of bluſhing deeds, the gilt attire, 
Waves curling, wracktull ſhelves to ſhadow deep, 
Rings wedding Soules to Sins lethargick ſleep, 
To touch thy ſacred Feet do naw a(pire, 
In Seas of care behold a (inking Barke, 
By winds of ſharpe remorſe unto thee driven, 
Olet menot be Ruines aym'd-at marke, 
My faults confeſt (Lord) ſay they are forgiven. 

Thus figh'd to )eſusthe Betbanian faire, 

His teare«wet Feet (till drying with ber Haire, 
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changed Countries new delights to find, 

But 4h / for pleaſure I did find new paine, 
Enchanting Pleaſure (o did Reaſon blind, 
That Fathers love and words I {corn'd as vaine 
For Tables rick, for bed, for followiog traine 
Ot carefull {ervants to obſerve my Mind, 
Theſe HeardsI keep my fellows are aſſign'd, 
My Bed's a Rock,and Herbs my Lite ſultaine. 
Now while I famine feele,feare worſer harmes, 
Father and Lord I turne,thy Love (yet great) 
My faults will pardon, pitty mine eſtate, 


This wherean aged Oake had ſpread its Armes 
Tooughe the Jult Child, while as the Heards he led, 
 Andpin'd with hunger on wild Acorns fed, 


It 


P OEMS, 109 


323 


I that the World doth in amaze remaine, 
Toheare in what a ſad deploring mood, 
The Pelican poures from her breſt her Blond, 
To bring to lite her younglings back againe ? 
How ſhould we wonder at that ſoverajgne Good, 
Who from that Serpents ſting (that bad as ſlaine) 
To fave our lives,ſhed bis Lifes purpleflood, 
And turn'd to endlefle Joy our endlefſe Paine ? 
Ungratefull Soule,that charm'd with falſe Delight, 
Halt long long wander'd in Sins flowery Path, 
And did{t not thinke at all, or thoughtlt not right 
On this thy Pelicans great Love and Death, 
Here pauſe,and let (though Earth it ſcoro Jbeaven (ee 
Thee poure forth tears to him pour'd Bloud for thee, 
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F in the Eaſt when you do there behold 
Forth from his Chriſtall Bed the Sun toriſe, 
With roſie Rober and Crawre of flaming Gold ; 
If gazing on that Emipreſſe of the Skies 
T hat takes ſo man) foymes, and thoſe faire Brands 
Which blaze in Heaven high Vault, Nights watchful 
If ſeeing how the Seas tumultuou Bands (#es 3 
Of bellowing Billows have their courſe confin'd, 
How wnſuſtan'd the Earth ſtill SedfaFt ſtands ; 
Poore mortall Wig hts, you e're fomnd in your Mind 
A thought, that ſome great King did fit above, 
Who bad ſuch Laws and Rites to them aſſign'd? 
A King who fix'd the Poles, made Spheares ro move, 
Al Wiſdome Prrreneſſe, Excellency, Might, 
All Goeaneſſe, Greain:ſſe, Juſtice Beanty, Love ; 


With 
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With feare and wonder hither turn: your Sight, 
See,ſce (alas) him now not in that State 
Thought could fort-caft Hins into Reaſons light. 
Now Eyes with tears,vow Hearts with griefe make great, 
Bemoane this cruell Death and rktkfull caſe, 
If ever Plaints juſt Woe conld aggravate ? 
From Sin and Hell to ſave u humane Race, 
See this great King nail d to ay abjett Tree, 
An ob jet of reproach and ſad diſgrace. 
O unheard Pity ! Love in ſtrange degree | 
He his own Life doth giveghis Blond doth ſhed, 
For Wormeling 1 baſe ſuch Worthivefſe to ſee. 
Poore Wights, behold his Viſage pale as Lead, 
His Head bow'dto His Breſt, Locks ſadly rent, 
| Likgacropt Roſe that langwuiſhing doth fade. 
Weake Nature weepe, oftaniſra World lament, 
Lamentyzou Winds, yeu Heaven that all container, 
And thou (my Soule ) let nenght thy Griefes yelext, 
Thoſe Hands, thoſe ſacred Hands which hold the rejnes 
Of this great All,and kept from mutuall wars 
The Elements,beare rent for thee their Veines + 
Thoſe Feet which once muſt trade on gelden Stars, 
For thee with Nails would be pierc'd through and tors, 
For thee Heavens King from Heaven himſclfe debays1 
T7 his great heart-quaking Dolour waile and mourne, 
Yee that long ſince Him ſaw by might of Faith, 
Ye now that are,andye jet to be borne. © 
Not to behold his great Creators Death, 
The Sun from ſinfull ezes hath vail'd his light, 
And faintly jowrnies up Heavens ſapby1e Path; 
And cmtting from her Prows ber Treſſes bright, 
The Moone doth keep her Lords ſad Obſequer, 
Impearling with her Teares her Robe of Night, 
All ſtaggering andlazie lowre the Skies, 
The Earth and clementall Stage: quake, 
The lng: fince dead from burſied Graves atiſes ab 
” 
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And tan things wanting ſenſe yet ſorrow take, 
And beare a part with hm who all them wrought ? 
And Man (though borne with cries) ſhall pitty lack ? 
Thinke what had been your ſtate, had be not brought 
To theſe ſharpe Pangs himſelfe,and priz/d ſo bigh 
You» ſoules, that with his Life them life he bonght. 
What woes do you attend? if ſtill ye the 
Plung'd in your wonted ordnres ? wretched Brood, 
Shall for your ſakg againe God ever die ? 
O leave deluding ſhews, embrace true good, 
He on you calls,forgo Sins ſhamefwll trade, 
With Prayers now ſeek Heaven, andmit with Blowd. 
Let not the Lambs more from their Dams be had, 
Nor Altars blaſh for fin, live every thing, 
That long time long'd for ſacrifice is mad:. 
Allthat is | you crav'd by this great King 
[s to beleeve, a pure Heart Incenſe is, 
What gift (alas) can we him meauer bring? 
Haſte (in-fick Soles, this ſeaſon ds not miſſe, 
Now while remorſeleſſe Time doth grant you ſpace, 
And God invites you to your only Bliſſe : 
He who jon calls will not deny you Grace, 
But low-deep bury faults,ſoe repent, 
His Armes ( le) ſtretched are you to embrace. 
When D aies are done,and Lifcs ſmall ſparks is ſpent, 
Ss you accept what freely bere is given, 
Like brood of Angels deathleſſe, all-content, 
Te (hall for ever live with him in Heaven. 
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Qi forth,come forth, ye bleſt triawphing Bands, 
Faire Citizens of that immortall Town, 

Come ſee that King which all this All commands, 
Now (overcharg'd with Love) die for his own 

Look on thoſe Nailes which pierce his Feet and Hands, 
What a ſharpe Diadem bis Brows doth crown ? 
Bebold bis pallid Face, his beavy frown, 

And what a throng of Thieves him mocking ſtands, 
Come forth ye Empyrean Troupes,come forth, 
Preſerve this ſacred Bloud that Earth adornes, 

Gather thoſe liquid Roles off his Thornes, 

O 1co be loſt they be of too much worth : 


Z - 3 I > 
Fo? Streams, Juice, Baln they are, whych quench, kills, 
3 
charmes 
I 3 3 ' 3 
Of Gad,Death,Hell.the wriath,the life, the harmes, 
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Oule, whom Hell did once inthrall, 
He, He for thine offence, 
Did ſuffer Death, who could not dre at all, 
O ſoveraigne Excellence, 
O life of all that lives, 
Eternall Bounty which each good thing gives, 
How could Death mount ſo bigh ? 
 Nowitthss Poixt can reach, 
Faith only doth wa teach, 
He died for us at all who could not dye. 


Life 
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Fm to give life, deprivedis of Life, 
And Death diſplay*d hath Enſigne againſt Deach; 
So violent the Rigour was of Death, 
That nought could daant it but the Life of Life - 
No Power bad Pow'* to thrall Lifes Pow'rs to Death, 
But willingly Life down hath laid Life, | 
Love gave the wound which wrought this worke ©: 
His Bow and Shafts-were of the Tree of Lrfe, (Death, 
Now quakes the Author of eternall Death, 
To find that they whom late he reft of Life, 
Shall fill his Roome above the liſts of Death, 
Now all rejoyce it Death who hope for Lefe. 

Dead Jclus lics, who Death hath kill'd by Death, 

No Tombe his Tombe is but new Source of Life. 
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Iſe from thoſe fragrant Climes.thee now embrace, 

Unto thus World of Onrs O haſte thy Race, 
Faire Sun, and though contrarie waies all yeave 
Thou hold thy Conrſe, now with the higheſt Sheave, 
Joyne thy blew Wheeles to haſten Time that low'rs, 
And lazy Minutes twne ro perfett Homes , 
The Night and Death tos long a leag #e bave made, 
To ſtow the World tn Horromrs ugly (hade : 
Shake from thy Locks a Day with Safron raies 
So faire, that it ontſhine ail they daies ; 
And yet do not preſume (great Eye of Light ) 
To be that which this Day mvſt make ſo bright, 
See an Erernall Snn haſts to ariſe, 
Net from the Eafterne bluſhing Seas or Skies, 
Or any ſtranger Worlds Heavens Corcaue: bave, 
But frem the Darkneſſe of an hollow Grave .. 

[ And 
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And this t that all- powerfull Sun above, 
T bat crown'd thy Brows with Rays,firſt made thee move. 
Lights Trumpeters,ye need not from your Bow'rs 
Proclaime thu Daygthis the angelich Pow'rs 
Have done for you ; But now an opal. bew 
Bepatnts Heavens Chriſt all, to the longing view 
Earths late hid Colours ſhe, Light doth adorne 
The Worl,and (weeying Joy ) forth comes the Morne; 
And wih her,as from « Lethargich Trance 
The breath retarn'd that Bodies doth advance, 
Which tw» ſad Nights in Rock lay coffin d dead, 
Lnd with an iron Guard invironed: 
Life cut of Death, Light out of Darkneſſe ſpring, 
From a baſe Jaile forth comes the King of Kings ; 
What late was mortall,thrali'd to every woe, 
T bat lackeys life, or upon ſenſe doth grow, 
Immortall 1s, of an eternall Stampe, 
Far brighter beaming than the morning Lampe. 
Sofrom a black Ecclipſe ont-peares the Sun : 
Swch | when her courſe of Daies have on her 18», 
Ina far Forreſ} in the party Eaft; 
And ſhe her ſelſe hath burm and ſpicie Neſt | 
The lovely Bird with your full Pers and Combe, 
Deth ſore from ont her Cradle and her Tombe : 
So a ſmall ſeed that in the Earth /ies bid 
And dies, reviving burſts her cloddy Side, 
Adorn'd with jelluw Lncks.of new ts borne, 
And doth beceme a Mother great with Corne, 
Of Graines brings hnntreds with itywhich when old, 
Enrich the Furr ews which ao float with Gold, 

Haile holy Viftor. greateſt Vitlor ha'le, 
That Hell goth ranſate, agamſt Death prevaile, 
O how thox ! n *d for com'ſt ! with j1yfull cries, 
7 he all trim; »hing P Latines of Skres 
X, lutet/y ring, Earth, wonid Jores no more 
Beare, if ion r:fing didſe them ner reſtore « 
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A filly Tombe ſhould not bus Fleſh encloſe, 
Who did Heavens trembling T araſſes ditþoſe; 
No Monument ſhould ſuch a Jewell bold, 
No Rock, though Ruby, Diamond,and Gold. 
T how didft lament and piity humane Race, 
Beſt owing on us of thy free-given Grace 
More than we forfeited and loſed fir, 
Is Eden Rebels when we wore accurſt. 
Then Earth our portion was, Earths Jes but given, 
Earth and EarthiBliſſe thou haſt exchang'd with heaven, 
D what a hight of good upon us ſtreames 
From the great ſplendor of thy Boumties Beames 
When we deſerv'd ſhame,borrour, flames of wrath, 
Thou bledſt our wounds, and ſuffer didft onr Death, 
But Fathers Juſtice pleas'd, Hell, Death o'recome, 
In triumph now thow riſeſt frcm thy Tombe, 
With Glories which paſt Sorrows counttrvaile, 
Baile hoty Viftor, greateſt Vittor haile, 
Hence hamble ſenſe,and hence je Guides of ſenſe, 
We now reach He ven, your weake mntelligence 
And ſearching Pow'rs were in a flaſh made diws, 
Toltarne from all Eternity, that him 
The Father bredgthen that he here did come 
(Hu Bearer: Payen') ina Virgins Wombe ; 
But then when ſold betray'd crown'd, ſconrg'd with T horn; 
Nul'dto a Tree, all b. eathleſe bloudleſſegorne, 
EntomV#'d, him riſen from a Grave to find, 
Confornds your Cunning tmrues,like Moles, you blind, 
Death . thou that herer: fore ſtill barren waſh, 
Nay, dsd/t each #ther Biyth eats np and waſte, 
Imperiows, ht efull, puyileſſe, wnjuft, 
Wnpartiall equaller of all with duſt, 
Sterne E xecntiener of heavenly dcome, 
Made frenfull, now Lifes Atother art become, 
A ſwrert reltefe of Cares the Senle mol Rt, 
An Harbinger to Glory, Peace ad Reft, 
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Put off thy monyning Weeds,yeeld all thy Gall 
T » dayly (nning Life,proud of thy fall, 
Aſſemble all thy Captrves, haſte to riſe, 
Andevery Coarſe in Earth- quakss where it lies, 
Sound from each flowry Grave, and rocky Jaile, 
Haile holy Viflor, greateſt V ittor haile. 

The Werld that wanning late and faint did lie, 
Applanding to our Joyes, thy Viltory, 
Toa young Prime Efſazes to twrue againe, 
And as ere foyl'd with Sin yet to remaine, 
Hey chilling Agnes ſhe begins to miſſe, 
All Blifſe returning with the Lord of Bliſſe. 
With greater light Heavens Temples opened ſhine, 
Morn ſmiling riſe, Even: bluſhing do decline, 
Clouas dappied gl:fter borit'roms Winds are calme, 
Soft Zephyres do the Fields with /ighs embalme, 
In filent calmes the Sea hath bajht his Koares, 
LAnd with enamour'd Curles goth kiſſe the Shoares: 
All-bearing Earth like a new.marricd Queene, 
Her Beauties hightens, in a Gown of Greene 
Perfume: the Arre, hey Meaas are wrought with flow'rs, 
In eolonrs various. fizmres, ſmelling, pow'rs, 
Trees wanton in the Groves with leavy Locks, 
Her Hills enamell'd ftand.,the V ales, the Rocks 
Ring peales of Joy, her Floods and pratling Brookes, 
(Stars ligurd Mirrors) with ſerpentivg Croots, 
And whiſpering murmurcs, ſeund u#mo the Maine, 
The Golden Agr returned # again, 
T he honey People leave their golden Bew'rs, 
And innocently prey on budding Flow'rs, 
In gloomy Shades percht on the tender Sprayes 
The paiated Singers fill the «Ame with Layes : 
Sear, Floor Earth, Are, all diverſl» do ſonnd, 
1's2 all chetr drver ſe Notes hath but one ground, 
Re-erchs'd bere-dewn frem Peavent aznye Vaile, 
Tae thaly Full or ereats fs Vattor bale, 
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O Day on which Deaths Adamantine Chaine 
The Lord did breake,did ranſack Satans Raigne, 
And in triumphing Pompe his Trophees rear'd, 
Be thou bleiF ever, henceforth ſtill endear d 
With Name of bis own Day, the Law to Grace, 
Types to their ſubſtance yeeld, to thee give place 
The old New» Moons with all fefival Daies, 
And what above the reft deſerveth praiſe 
The reverend Sabaoth,whbat conldelſe they be 
Than golden Heranlds, telling what by thee 
We ſhonld enjoy ? Shade: paſt now ſhine thow cleare, 
And henceforth be thou Empreſſe of the yeare, 
Thu Glory of thy Sifters Sex to win, 
From works on thee, as «ther Daies frons Sin, 
That Mankind fall forbeare, in every place 
The Prins of Planets warmeth mm hu race ; 
And far beyond hu paths tm frozen Climes z 
And may thow be ſo bleſft to out-date Times, 
That when Heavens Quire ſhall blaze in Accents loud 
The many Mercies of (heir ſoveraigne Good, 
How he on thee did Sin, Death, Hell deftroy, 
It may be ſtill che Barthen of their Joy. 


PEEEPEPEEEEEEE ED 


I 3 Beneath 


115 POEMS. 


228 


Eneath a fable vaile, ani Shadows deep, 
Of unacceſſible and dimming light, 
In ſilence Ebon clouds more black than Night, 
The Worlds great Mind his ſecrets hid doth keep - 
Through thoſe thick Miſts when any mortall Wight 
Aſpires, with talking pace,znd Eyes that weep 
To pry,and in his Myſteties to creep, 
With Thundets he and Lightning blaſts their Sight, 
O San inviſible;that doſt abide 
Within thy bright abyimes,moſt faire, moſt derke, 
Where with thy ptoper Raiesthon dolt thee Hide, 
O ever-ſhining, never full-ſeene marke, 
Toguide me in Lifes Night, thy light me ſhow, 
The more I] ſearch of theegthe lefſe I know, 
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F with ſuch paſſing Beauty, chotee Delights, 
The AcchiteR of this great Round did frame, 

This Pallace viſible, (ſhort liſts of Fame, 

And ſilly Manſion but of dying Wights ; 

How many Wonders, what amazing lights 

Moſt that tijumphing Seat of Glory claime , 

That doth trar:{cend all this Alls vaſte hights, 

Ot whoſe bright Sun ours here is but a beamc? 

O bleſt abode 1O happy dwelling-place ! 

Where viſibly th! Invitible doth raigne, 

leſt People which do {ce true Beauties Face, 

With whole far Shadows {carce he Earth doth daigne? 
Ali Joy is but Annoy,all Concord Strife, _ 
Match'd wich your cndiefle Blifle and bappy lifes 
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Ove which « here a care, 

That Wit and Will deth mar, 
{ncertaine Trace and a moſt certaine War, 
A ſhrill tempeſtwous Wind, 

Which doth diftwrbe the Mind, 

And like wild Waves all our deſignes commove ; 
Among thoſe Pow'rs above, 

Which ſee their Maker: Face, 

It acententment 1s, a quiet Peace, 

A Pleaſure void of Griefe, a conſtant veſt, 
Eternall Joy, which nothing can moleſt. 
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Tei ſpace where curled Waves do now divide 

From the great Continent our bappy lile, 

Was ſometime Land,and now where Ships do glide, 

Once with laborious Art the Plough did toyle : 

Once thoſe faire Bopnds [tretcht out fo far and wide, 

Where Towns,no Skires enwall d, endearetach mile, 

Were all ignoble Sex and marilh vile, 

Where Protexs Flocks danc'd meaſures to the Tide 

So Age transforming all (till forward runs, 

No wonder thongh the Earth doth change her Face, 

New Manners, Pleaſures new, turne with new Suns, 

Locks now like Gold grow to an hoary grace ; 
Nay,Minds rare ſhape doth change, that lies deſpis'd 
Which was fo deare of late and bighly priz'd. 
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Hi World a Hunting is, 
T 7. Prey poore Man, the Nimrod fierce is Death, 
Hu ſpeedy Graybewnds aye, 
Luſt, Sickneſſe, Envy, Care, 
Strife that ne're fall; ans (1, | 
With all thoſe ills which haunt us while we breath» 
Now, if by chance we flie : 
Of theſe the eager chace, 
Old Age with ſtealing pace . 
Caſts cn his Nets,and there we panting die, 
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dreames ? 

And leane to guilted Glories which deeay ? 
Why do ye toyle to regiſtrate your Names 
Oa Ycie Pillars, which ſoon melt away ? 
True Honoor is not here, that place it claimes 
Where black-brow'd Night doth not exile the Day, 
Nor no far-ſhining lampe dives in the Sea, 
But an-eternall Sunſpreads laſting Beames ; 
There, it attendeth you, where {potletſe Bands 
Of Sp'cits ſtand gazing on their ſoveraigne Bliſſe, 
Wohete yeares not hold it in their cank*ring bands, 
But who once noble, ever noble is. 

Look home, leſt be your weakned Wit make thrall, 

Who Edens fooliſh Gard'ner carſt madefall. 
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S are thoſe Apples, pleaſant to the Eye, ' 
But full of ſmoake within, which uſe to grow 
Necre that (trange Lake where God powr'd from the 
Skie 
Huge ſhow'cs of flames, worſe flames tooverthrow : 
Such are their works that with a glaring Show 
Ot bumble holineſle, in Vertues dye 
Wouid colour miſchicte, while within they glow 
With coales of St,chough none the Smoake deſcry. 
Bad is that Ange)lthat carlſt fell from Heaven, 
But net fo bad as he, norin worle caſe 
Who hides a trait'rous mind with ſmiling face, | 
And with a Doves white feathers cloaths a Raven : 
Each Sin ſome colour bath it to adorne, 
Hypocrihie All- mighty God doth icorac. 
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N Ew doth the Sun appeare, 
The Monntaines Snows decay, 


Crowv'd with fraile flow'rs forth comes the Infant yeare; 
M1) Soule,T ime poſts away, : 
And thow yet 1m that froſt 

Which Flow'r and fruit bath loſt, 

A if all here immortall were doſt ſtay *: 

For (hame thy Powers awake, 

Look.co that Heaven which never Night makes blacke, 
And there at that immortall Suns bright Raies, 

Deck thee with Flew'r:s which feare not rage of Daiers. 
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Hrice happy he who by ſome ſhady Grove, 
The from the clamorous World, doth live his own, 
Though (olitary, who js not alone, 

But doth converſe with that eternall Love ; 

O how more ſweet is Birds harmonious Moane, 

Or the hoarfe Sobbings of the widaw'd Dove , 

T han thoſe ſmooth whiſperings neer a PrincesThroae, 

Which Good make doubttull dothe evill approve ? 

O bow more {ſweet is Zephyres wholeſome Breath, 

And Sigbs embalm'd, which new-boern Flow'rs untold, 

Than that applauſe vaine Honour doth bequeath ? 

How {ſweet are Streames to poyſon dranke in Gold ? 
The World isfall of Horrours, Troubles, Slights, 
Woods harmelefſe Shades have only true Delights, 
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_—_ Bird, that ſiogſt away the earely Houres, 

Of Wiaters palt, or comming void of Care, 

Well pleaſed with Delights which preſent are, 

Faxre Seaſons, budd wg Sprates, lweet-ſmelling Flow'ts: 

To Rocks,to Springs,to Rills, from leavy Bow'rs 

Thou thy Creators Goodneſſe dolt declare, 

And what deare Gifts on thee he did not {pare, 

A \taine to bumane ſenſe in Sin that low'rs. 

What Soul: can be fo {ick, which by thy Songs 

( Attir'd rn iweetnefſe) tweetly is not driven 

Quite to forget Earths turmoiles, ipights, and Wrongs, 

And lift a reverend Eye and Thought to Heaven ? 
Sweet Artlefie Songſter, thou my Mind dolt raiſe 
lo Ayres ct Spheares,yes,and to Angels Layes, 
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S when it hapneth that ſume lovely Town 
Unto a barbarous Beſieger falls, 
Who both by Sword and Flame himſelfe enſtalls, 
And (ſhamelefle) it in Teares and Bloud doth drowa 
Her Beauty ſpoyl'd, her Citizens made Thralls, 
His ſpight yet cannot fo her all throw down, 
But that ſome Statue, Pillar of renown, 
Yet lurkes unmaim'd within her weeping walls : 
So after all the Spoile, Diſgrace and Wrack, 
That Timeythe World,and Death could briog comninY, 
Amid(t that Maſle of Roines they did make, 
Safe and allſcarlefle yet remaines my Mind : 
From this ſo high tranſcendent Rapture \prings, 
That], all elie detac'd, not envy Kings. 
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| #;; us each day enure our (elvesto dye, t 
If this (and not our feares) be truly Death, 
Above the Circles both of Hope and Faith 
With faire immortall Pinnjons to flic ; 
It this be Deatb,our belt Part to untye c 
{By ruining the Jaile)from Luſt and Wrath, » 
And every drowſie languor here beneath, 
To be made deniz'd Citizen of Skic - 
To have more knowledge thanall Books containe, 
A!l Pleaſures even ſurmounting wiſhing Pow'r, 
The fellowſhip of Gods immortall Traine, 
And thete that Time nor force (ball ere devoure ? 
If this be Death, What Joy,what golden care 
Ot Life, can with Deaths ouglincfle compare ? 
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AMidft the azure cleare 
Of Jordans ſacred Streawes, 
Jordan of Libanon the off- ſpring deere, 
When Zephires flow'rs uneloſe, 
And Snn (hines with new Beamer, 
Wukh grave and ſtately prace a Nymph ayoſe. 
Upon B_ Head (he ware - Py 
Of Amaranthes a Crown, 
Her left hand Palmergher right aTorch did beart, 
Unvail'd Shins whiteneſs lay, 
Gold haires in Curles bang down, 
Eyes ſparkled Joy, more bright than Stay of Day. 
The Flond a T hrone her rear'd 
Of Waves, moſt tike that Heaven 
Where beaming Stars in Glory turne enſphear'd: 
The Aire ſtood calme and cleave, 
No S:gh by Winds was given, 
Birds left to ng, Heards feed,bey voice to heave, 
World-wandring ſorry Wights, 
Whom nothing can context 
Within theſe varying lis of Daies and Nights, 
Whoſe life (ere known amiſs ) 
In glittering Griefes u ſpent, 
Come learne (ſaidſhe) what u your choiſeſt Bliſs, 
From T ojle andpreſſing Cares 
How ye may vefþit find, 
A Sauttuary from Seule-thralling Snares, 
A Port to harbowy ſure 
In ſþ1ght of waves and wind, 
Which ſha'l when Times ſwift Glaſt run endure. 
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Not baypy is that Life 

which 10u 4s happy bold, 

No, but a Sea of fearts,a Field of ſtrife, 

Charg'd on a T broxe to ſit 

With Diadems of Gold, 

Preſero'd by Force,and ſtill obſerw'd by Wit ; 
Huge Treaſures to enjoy, 

Of all her Gems ſpoyle Tnde, : 

All Seres filke in Garments to imploy, 

Deliciownſly to feed, 

The Phanix plames to find 

Toreſt nyon, or deck, your purple Bed. 
Fraile Beanty to abuſe, 

Ard (wanton Sybarites) 

On paſt or preſent touch of ſenſe to muſe ; 

Newer to heare of Noiſe 

But what the Ears d:lights, 

Sweet Muſicks charmeryor charming flatterers voice, 
Nor can it Pliſs you bring, 

Hid Natures Depths to know, 

Why mattey chaugeth whence each forme doth ſpring, 

Nor that your Fame ſhould range, 

And afier-Worlds it blow 

From lanzis to Nile, from Nile co Gange, 
All theſe have not the Pow'r 

T o free the Mind from feares, 

Nor hideous horronr can allay one howre, 

When Death in ſtealth doth glance ; 

In Sickneſs lurks or jearer, 

And wakgs the Soule from out her mortall Trances 
No,but bletife ts thus, | 

With chaſte and pure Deſire 

To tnyne unto the load-ſtar of gll Bliſt, 

On God the Mind toreſt, 

Barnt up with ſacred Fire, 

Poſieſſing him to be by him poſieſt, » 

When 
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when to the batilmy Eait 
Sun doth bu light mmpart, 
Or when he diveth inthe lowly Weſt, 
And raviſheth the Day, 
With ſpotleſſe Hands and Heart, 
Him cheerefslly to praiſe and to bim pray, 


Toheedeach aftion ſo, 
As ever im bu fipht, 
More fearing doing Hl thas paſſive woe ; 
Not to ſeeme other thing ; 
Than what ye are ar!ght, EO ls 


Never to do what may Repentance bring : 
IVot to be blown with Prid:, 
Noy mov'd at Glories breath, 
Which Shadow-lthe on wings of Time doth glide; 
So Malice to diſarme, 
Ang conquer haſty Wrath, 
As to do good to thoſe that worke yory harme + 
Tohatchn baſe Deſires, 
Or Gold or Land to gaine, 
Well pleard with that which Vertue faire acquires, 
Tohave the Wit and Will 
Conſorting in one Strain? 
Than what js good 0 have nz higher Skill, 
Pever on Neighbours Gieds, 
With Cocatrices Ee 
To looke, nor make anothers Heaven jopr Hell ; 
Nor to be Beanties Thrall, 
All frutleſſe Love to fle, 
Tet lowing ſtill 4 Love tranſcene ut all : 
A Love which while it barnes 
TheS oule with faireſt Beamer, 
To that mcreated Sznthe Soule it turner, 
And macs ſuch Beauty prove, 
1 hat {if Senſe ſaw her Gl:ames,) 
A: Poogers 0n would pint and die for love, ' 
F'us 
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ho ſuch a life doth live, 

You bappy even nay call 

Ere ruthleſſe Death awiſbed end him give, 

And after thes when gives, 

Aore happy by his fall, 

For humanes, Earth, enjoying Angels, Heaves, 
Swift is your mortall Race, 

Ani glaſſie is the Field, 

Vaſte are Deſires not limited by Grace, 

Life aweake T aper is, 

Then while it ligbe doth jeeld 

Leave flying Jojes, embrace this laſting Bliſſe. 
This when the Nympb bad ſaid, 

Shee div'd within the Flowd, | 

Whoſe Face with ſmyling Carle: long after ſtaid, 

Then S:ghs did Zepbyrespreſſe, 

Btrds ſany from every Wood, 

And Ecchoes rang, this was true Happineſſe, 


$ÞH 
An Hymneon the Faireſt Faire, 


I Feele my Bu[ome glow with wontleſſe Fires, 

R.is'd from the vulgar preſſe my Alind aſpires 
(Wing'd with bigh Thoughts ) wnto bis praiſe to clin, 
From drep Eternity who call 'd forth Time, 

That Efence which not mov'd makes each thing move, 
WUncreate Beanty all creating Love; 

But by ſo great an objelt,radiant light, 

My Heart appall'd, enfeebledrefts my Sight, 

Thick Clomds bemght my labouring [agine, 

And at my hign attempts my Wits repine : 

If 1 h»u tm me this ſacred beat haſt wrought, 


My Knowledge ſharpen, Sarcells lend my Thonght- 
Grant 
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Grant me (Times Father, world-containing King ) 
A Pow'r of thee in pow'rfull Laies to fing, 
That as thy Beauty im Earth lives, Heavenſhines, 
Y: dawning may or ſhadow in my Lines. 

As far beyonl the ſtarry walls of Heaven, 
As u the lofrieſt of the Planets ſturn 
Sequeſtred from this Earth, in pureſt light 
Out-ſhining ours, as owrs doth ſable Night, 
T hou all ſufficient, Omnipotent, 
Thou ever- glorious moſt excellent, 
God various in Nameryun Eſſence one, 
High art enftalied on a golden Throne, 
Ont-flretching Heavens,wide befj angled vanlt, 
Tranſcending all the Circles of our Thought, 
With diamantine Scepter in thy Hand, 
There thow giv ſt Laws,and doſt this World command, 
Thu World of Concoras raii'd unlikely ſweet, 
Which like a Ball lies proftrate at thy Feet. 

If ſo we may well ſay (and what we ſay 
Here wrapt in fleſhed by dim Reaſons ray, 
T's (bow by earthly Beauties which we ſee 
That Firitrall Excellence that ſhmes in thee, 
Good Lord forgive ) not far from thy right Side, 
With carled Locks Youth ever doth abide, 
Roſe.cheeked Youth who gar { mded with Flow're, 
Still blooming, ceaſeleſſely wnto thee yow'rs 
Immoria'! Near in a cup of Geld, 
That by no darts of Ages thou growold ; 
And as ends and beginnings thee not claime, 
Smcceſſienleſſe that th om be ſtillthe ſame, b 
W Nears to thy other ſid: reſiſtleſſe Might, 
From Head 10 Pout tm burn ſht Armour dight, 
.'Jhatrings about him, with a waving Brand, 
And watckfull Exe, great Sentinel doth ſtand, 
That wcither Time nor force in cur ht rmpaire 
Thy Workmanſhyp,nor barre thine Empire faire, 
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Soone to give Death to all ag aine that would 
Sterne Diſcord raiſe which thos deftroy'd of old, 
Diſcord that foe ro order, Nurſe of War, 
By which the nobleft things demoliſht are, 
But ( caitife ) ſhe no Treaſon doth deviſe, 
Phen Might to nowght doth bring hey emterpriſe 
Thy all-wpholding Might ber 2dalice rainer, 
And ber to Hell throws bound in iron Chaines. 

With Locksin waves of Gold that ebbe and flow 
On Ivory neck , in Robes more white than Snow, 
Truth fedfaſth before thee holds a Glaſſe, 
Indemt'd with Gems, where fhineth all that was, 
That ts, or (hall be, here ere ought was wromg ht. 
Thou knew all that thy Pow'r with time forth brought, 
Amd more, things numberleſſe which thon couldſt make, 
That altnall pat never being take, 
Here thox beboldft thy ſelfe, and (ſtrange) do#t prove 
At once the)Beanty, Lover and the Love. 

With Faces two (likg Sifters) ſweetly faire; 
Whoſe Bloſſomes no rough Autamne can impaire, 
Stands Providence,and doth ber looks diſperſe, 
Threzgh every Corner of this Wniver ſe, 
Thy Providence,at once which generall things 
And ſing ulay doth rule, as Empires Kings, 
Without whoſe care this world (loſt ) would remaine, 
As Ship withom a Maſter in the Maine, 
As Chariot alone,as Bodies prove 
Depriv'd of Sonle:1,whereby they be,live,move. 

But who are they which (bine thy Throne ſo neare? 
With ſacred countenance,and look ſevert, 
This in one hand a pondrows Sword doth bold, 
Her left ſtaies charg'd with Ballances of Gold, | 
That with, Brows girt with Bays,ſweet-ſmiling Face, 
Deth beare a Branden, with a babiſh grace 
Two milke.white Wings him eaſily do move, 
O ſhe ihy Jaſtice «,0vd this thy Love | 

K 


130 POEMS, 


By this thou browght'f# this E at to light; 
5 that it fram'd mm Nember Mag yright, ; 
That deftine doth reward to 14 and good , 

But Sway of Juſtice # by Love withſtood, 

Which did it zot relent and mildly ſtay, 

Thu World ore now had fomnd its fanerall Day. 
What Bands (encluitred) ntare to theſe abide, 

Which into vaſte Infinity chems bide ? 

Infinity that neither doth admir, 

Place, Time, vor Number to emcyoach on it : 

Here Bounty ſpark/eth, here doth Beanty ſhize, 

Simplicity gore whice than Gelſomine, 

Mercy with open wings,aze-varied Blille, 

Glory, and Joy, that Bliſſes darling us. 
Ineffable,all.pow'rfull God, all free, 

Thos only liv'ſt aud each thing I1yes by thee, 

INo Joy, ne, nor Perfeftron to thee came 

By the comriving of this World: great Frame, 

Ere Sun,Moon, Stari began therr reftleſſe race, 

Ere painted was with light Heavens pure Face, 

Ere Aire had Cl ws, ere Clonds wept down their ſhow's, 

Ere Sea embraced Earth, ere Earth bare Flow'rs, 

T hou happy Irv aff; World nowght to thee ſmpply'd, 

Al in thy ſelfe thy ſeilfe thon ſati:fi'd - 

Of Goodno ſlender Shadow doth appeare, 

No age-worne tracke, which ſhin'd in thet not cleave, 

Pe-feit ions Sum,prime- canſe of every Cauſe, 

Hidft end, beginning where all good doth panſe : 
Hence of thy Sabftance differing in nenght 
T how in Eternity thy Son forth brought, 

The only Birth of thy wxchanging Ming, 

1 bize Image, Pattern-like that ever ſhin'd, 

Lrght out of Light begotten not by Will 
But Na'wve,all and that ſame Eſſence ftill 

Which thow thy ſelfe.for thom doſt nonght poſſe ſſe 

Which he hath not, in ought Mr is be Je 
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Thas Ther bu great _— z of thu Light, 
Eternal, Dowble kindied was thy Spright 
Erernally who i@ withT hee the ſame, 
Al-boly Gift, Embaſſadowy, Knet, Flame : 
Mott ſacred Triad,O moſt boly One, 
—_ Father,ever-procreate Son, 
Gboft brearh'd from both, you were, are ſtill, ſhall be, 
(Moſt bleſſed) Three in One, and One in Three, 
Uncomprohenſfible by reachleſſe Hight, 
And weperceived by exceſſive Light, 
Ss in our Soules three and yet one are fill, 
The Underftanding, Memory,and Will ; 
So (though unlike) the Planet of the Daies 
_ as he was made begat bus Raies, 

ich are bis Off- fpring,and from both was barld, 
The rofie Light which conſelates the World, 
And none fore-went angther : ſo the ſpring, 
The tgell- head,and the Streame which they forth bring, 
Are but one ſelfe-ſame Eſſence nor in onght 
Do differ (ave un order,and our Thought 
No chime of Time diſcernes in them to fall, 
But Three diſt inttly 'bide one Eſſence all. 

theſe expreſs not Thee,who can declare 


being d Men and Angels dazel'd are. 

would thi Eden force with wit or ſenſe, 
4 Cherubin ſhall find to bar him thence, 

Great Architett, Lord of thu lniverſe, 
That light i blinded would thy Greatneſe pierce, 
b ! as 4 Pilgrim who the Alpes doth paſſe, 

vr Atlas Temples crown'd with wimer glaſſes, 
The ajry Caucaſus, che Apennine, 


"Fyrenes clifts where Sun doth never ſhine, 


be ſome craggy Hills hath over-went, 
begins to thinke on reft, bis Journey ſpent, 

Til mounting = tall Monntaine he do 6nd, 

fore hight: before hins than he left behind © ; 
fp: Wi; 
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With halting pace ſo while I would me raiſe 
To the unbounded limits of thy Praiſe, 

Some part of way 1 thowght to have o're-run, 
But now I ſee how ſcarce I have beguy, 
With Wonders new my Spirits range peſſeit, 
Hnd wandring wayleſſe in a mazr them reſt, 

[n theſe vafte Fields of Light, etheriall Plainer, 

Thos art attended by immortall Traines 

Of Imtelleftnall Pow'rs,which thon broughtht forth 
To praiſe thy Goodneſſe, and admire thy Worth, 

In wmbers paſſing others Creatures far, 

Since Creatures moit noble manieſt are, 

Which do in knowledge us not liſſe out-run : 

Than Moon in light doth Stars,or Moonthe Sun, 
Unlihs, in Orders rang'd and many 4 Baud, 

(If Beauty in Difþarity doth ſtand ) 

Arch- angels, Angels, Chernbs, Seraphines, 

And what with name of Thrones among ſt them ſhines, 
L arge-ruling Princes, Dominations, Pow'rr, 
All-ating Vertues of thoſe flaming Tow'rs ; 

Theſe freed of Umbrage, theſe of Labour free, 

Reſt raviſhed with ſtill beholding Thee, 

Inflam'd with Beames which ſparkle from thy Face, 
They can no more deſire far leſſe embrace. 

Low nnder them,with ſlow and ſtaggering pace 
Thy Hand-maid Nature thy great Steps doth trace, 
The Source of ſecond Cawſes golden Chaine 
That links this Frame as thou it doth ordaine; 
Nature gaz'd on with ſach a curious Eye, 

That Earthlings oft her deem'd a Deity. 
By Nature led thoſe Bodies faire and preat, 


Which faint not in their Comr ſe, nor change their State, 


1{ninermixt, which no diſtr der prove, 
Theunh aye «n4 contrary they alwaies move, 
Tie Organs of thy Providence divine, 

B v0: ever open,S'gn;5 (has cleartly (h.ne, 
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Time: purpled M arkerrythen do them advance, 
As by ſweet Mnuſich.in a meaſur'd dance , 
Stars, Hoſte of Heaven ze Firmaments bright Flow're, 
Cleare Lamps which overhang thus Stage of ors, 
Te twrne not there to deck the Weeds of Night, 
Nor Pageant-likg to any the vulgar Sight, 
Great Cauſes ſure ye muſt bring great ER. 
But who can deſcant right your grave Aſpetts ? 
Ke only who Tow made dtciyber can 
Towr Notes, Heavens Eyes ye blind the Eyes of Han. 
Amidſt theſe Saphir far-extending Hights, 
The never-twinkling gver- Wand) ing Liekts 
Their fixed Motions keep,one dry and cold, hs 
Deep-Leaden colowr'd, lowly there ts roll'd, 
With Rule and Line for Times fleps meting even 
In twict three Luſtre: be but twrnes his Heaven, 
With temperate qualities and Countexance faire, 
Still mildly ſmiling ſweetly debonaire, 
Another cheares the Wor{d, and way doth make 
In twice ſixe «Autumnes through the Zodiack, 
But bot and dry with flaming Locks and Brews 
Enrag*d,this in his red Pavillion glows : 
Together running with like ſpeed yf ſpaces 
Two -_ is hands atchieve their race, 
_ luſhing Face this oft doth bring the Day, 
waſhes of to ſtately Stars the way, 
That various in vertue,changing light, ; 
With bi ſmall flame impearles the varle of Night. 
Prince of this Conrt, the Sun in triumph rides, 
With the Yeare Snaky- liks in ber ſelfe that glides, 
Times Difþenſator faire life-giving Source, 
Through Skies twelve Poſts as be doth run his conrſe, » 
Heart of this All,of what « knowa to ſence, 
The likgſt to bis Maker: excellence, 
Inwhoſs dinrnall mation doth apyeare 


A Shadow, no true poxrtrait of the Veres 
6 gh 3 The 
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The Moone moves lowefs filver Sun of Night, 
Diſperſirg through the World her berrow'd light, 
Who tn three formes hey head abroad doth rengo, 
And only conſt ant ts in conſtant Change. 
Sad Oncen of Silence, I nt're ſee thy Face, 
To waxegor waine,or ſhine with a full grace, 
But ftraight (amaz'd) on Man I think,cach Day 
Hu ftate who chawgeth, or if he find Stay, 
It 4 in dolefull enguiſb,cartr,and paines, 
And of his Labowrs Death is all che Gaines ? 
Immortal Monarch can ſo fond a Thought 
Lodge in my Breſt ? a 20 traſt thow firſt brought 
Here in Earths ſhady Cloyſter wrotched Man, 
To ſuck the Aire of Wee, to fpend Lifes ſpar 
'Midſt Sighs and Plaints, a Stranger wnto Mirth, 
To give hiwſelſe his Death rebucking Birth? 
By ſenſe and wit of Creatures made King, 
By ſenſe and wit to live their Wnderling ? 
And what is worſt bave Eaglets eges to ſee 
Hs own diſgrace,and know an high degree 
Of BIiſſe, the Placer, if be might therero clime, 
And vot liv: thralled to imporions T 1nne ? 
Or (4otard) ſhall I ſo from Reaſon ſwervue, 
Todim theſe Lights which to our uſe do ſerve, 
( Fer thou dſt not them need) more n(bly fram'd © 
Than s.that know their courſe,and have them naw'd ? 
No, | nt're thinke but we didthews ſwrpaſſe 
PAs far as they do Aſtersſmes of Glaſſe, 
When thou us made,by Treaſon high defil'd, 
Thr uſt from our forſt eftate we live exil'd, 
Wanarirg this Earth, which is of Death the Lot, 
Where he doth uſe the Pow'r which he hath got, 
Jngrfferent Empire unto Clowns and Kings, 
The (upreame Monarch of all mo tall things. 
When þ /f thi: flowry Orbe was to w grven, 
1 but in place diſualu'd was to [Teaven; 
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Theſe Creatures which now oflh Soverazgnes are, 
Hnd as to Rebels do denounce me war, 
Then were onr Vaſſals no tumultuous Storme, 
No Thunders, Eartbquakes did ber Forma deforme, 
The Seas in tumbling Mount aines did not roare, 
But like moiſt Chrift al! whiſpered on the Shoare, 
No Snake did trace her Meads nor ambuſht lowre 
In azure Curles beneath the ſweets Spring Flow'y ; 
The Night ſhade, Henbane, Napell, Aconite, 
Her Bowel: then not bare, with Death to ſmite 
Her guilileſſe Brood; thy Meſſengers of Grace, 
As their high Rounds did hawnt this lower Plare ; 
O Joy of Jojes ! with our firſt Parents Thou 
To commnne thes didſt daig ne,as Friends do now 
«Againſt thee we rebell'd and juſtly thus 
Each Creatarerebelled againſt ws, 
Earth,reft of what did Baefe in her excel, 
Toall became a Jaile, to moſt « Hell 
In Time: fall Terme «till thy Son was given, 
#ho Man with Thee, Earth reconcil'd with Heaven. 
Whole and entire all in thy Selfe thow art, 
HAll-where diffnrd, yet of this All no part, 
For infinite, in makivg this faire Frame 
(Great withonmt Ouantity) in all thow came, 
And filling all how cax thy State admit, 
Or Place or Subftance to be voidoef it? 
Were Worlds a5 many,as the Rayer which ſtreame 
From D aies bright lampe,or madding Wits do dreame, 
They would not reele in ought ner wandring ſtray, 
But draw to Thee who could their Cemers ſtay; 
Were but one hone this World ditoyn'd from thee, 
It in one howre toxought reduc d ſh1wld be, 
For it thy Shadow is,and can they lait. 
If ſever'd from the Subſtances them caſt ? 
O only bleſt,and Author of all B s 
No, Blift it ſelfe,th.u all-where w:[he it, 
K 3 F ficient, 
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Efficient exemplary fiuall Good, 

Of thine own Selfe but only nnderſtoed ; 

Light « thy Curtaine, tho art Light of Light, 
An ever-waking Eye ſtill ſhining bright, 
In-lookjng all,exempt of paſſive Pow'r, 


And change,in change fince Deaths pale (hade doth low'r: 


All Times to thee are onethat which hath run, 
Hnd that which i not brought yet by the Sun, 
Tothee are preſent,who doſt alwaies ſee 

Tu preſent att,what paſt i5,or to be , 

D ay-livers we rememberance do loſe 

Of Ages worne,ſo Miſeries ua toſſe 

(Blind, and lethargich of thy heavenly Grace, 
Which Sm in our firſt Parents did deface, 

And even while Embrions carſt by juſteſt doome) 
That we negleit what gone 15,07 to come, 

But thou in thy great Archives ſcrolled ha#t 
In parts and whole,what ever yet hath peſt, 


Sree firſt the marble Wheels of Time were roll'd, 


As ever living never waxing old, | 
Still is the ſame thy Day aud Yefterday, 
An wndivided Now,a conſtant Ay. 

O King whoſe Greatneſſe none can comprehend, 
Whoſe boundleſſe Goodneſſe doth 10 all extend, 
Light of all Beauty, Ocean without ground, 
That ſtanding flowe(}, giving doft abound, 

Rich Pallace ard Endweller ever leſt, 
Never not working ever yet in Reſt ; 

What wit cannot coneeivewords ſay of T hee, 
Here where we as but in a Mirrowy ſee, 
Shadows of ſhadows, Atomes of thy Might, 
Still owly-ezed when ſtaring on thy Light; 
Grant that releaſed from this earthly Jaile, 


And freed from Clouds which here our Knowledge vaile, 


In Heavens high Temples where thy Praiſes ring, 
In ſweeter Notes 1 may heare Angel: ſing. 


Great 
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Reat God, whom we with hambled Thoughts adore, 

Eternal, Infinite, Almighty King, 
Whoſe Dwellings Heaven tranſcend, whoſe Thron: before 
Archangel: ſerve,and Seraphines do ſing ; 
Of _ who wreng ht all that with wondring Eyes 
Fe do behold within this various Round, 
Who makes the Rocks to rocke to ftand the Skies, 
At whoſe command Clouds peales of T hunger ſound » 
"Ab ! fpare us Wormes, weigh not how we alas 
(Evil to oxr ſelves ) againit thy Laws rebell, 
Waſh off thoſe ſpots which ſtill in Conſcience Glaſſe 
(Though we be loath to look) we ſee tos well, 
Deſerv'd Revenge,oh do not do not take, 
If then revenge who ſhall abide thy Blow? 
Paſſe ſhall this World,this World which thou didſt maky, 
Which ſhould not periſh till thy Trumpet blow : 
What Soule is found whom Parents Creme not ſtaines? 
Or what with its own Sins defil'd « not ? 
Thowgh Inftice Rigoy threaten, yet ber Raines 
Let Mercy guide, and never be forgot, 

Leſſe are our Faults far ſar than i thy Love, 

O what can better ſeeme thy Grace divine, 
T han they who plagues deſerve, thy Bounty prove, 
And where thou ſhow'r mayſt Vengeance,there to ſhine Þ 
Then look and pitty,pittying forgive 
HU: guilty Slaves,or Servants now in thyall, 
Slaves, if alas thow look how we do live, 
Or deing ill,or doing nonght at all? 
Of an ungratefull Mind a foule Effet; 
But if thy Gifts which largely heretofore 
Thou haft upon us pour'd thes doſt refpett, 
We are thy Servants naythan Ser vants mores 


Thy 
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Thy Chilares,jer,and Children dearely bong bt, 
But what ſtrange Chance of this Lot bereaves ? 
Poore worthleſs Wights how lowly are we brought, 
Whom Grace once Ghildren made,Sin hath made Slaves? 
Sin hath made Slaves nt let theſe Bands Grace broake; 
That in our Wrongs thy Mercia: may appeare, 

Thy Wiſdome not ſo meant i1,Pow'r ſo weaks, 

But thouſand waies they can make Worlds thee feare, 

O Wiſdeme boundleſs | O miraculous Grace ! 

Grace, Wiſdome which maks winks dimme Reaſons Eje, 
And could Heavens King bring from his placeleſs Place, 
Os this ignoble Stage of Care to dye : 

To dye our Death,aud with the ſacred Streame 
Of Blond and Water guſhing from his Side, 

To make us cleans of that contagious Blame, 
Firſt on ns browght by our firſt Parents Pride. 
Thus thy great Love and Pity (heaventy King ) 
Love, Pity which ſo well onr Loſs prevent, 

Of Evill it ſelfe (ler) could all Goodneſs bring, 
And fud beginning cheare with glad event. 

O Love and Pity ! ill known of theſe Times, 

O Love and Pity ! carefull of eur need, 

O Bonnties ! which our horrid Aﬀts and Crimes 
(Grown numberleſt) contend neare tooxceed, 
Alake this exceſſive ardour of thy love, 

So warme our Coldneſt,ſo our Lifes renew, 

T hat we from Sin,Sin may from 1 remove. 
Wſdome owr Will, Faith may our Wit ſubdue. 
Let thy pure Love burne wp all worldly Luſt, 
Hells candid Poyſon killing our beſt part, 

Which makes us joy in Toges, adore fraile Duſt 
inſtead of Thee, in Temple of our Heart. 

Grant when at laſt our Senles theſe Bodies leave, 
Their loath ſome Shops of ſin and A* anſions bling, 
And Da:ms before thy Royall Seat receive, 

A Saviour more than Judge they thee myy find, 
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To His Sacred Majeſty. 


F in this Storme of joy —_—— Throug, 
This Nymph (great King) doth come to Thee Ware 
That thy ons Eares Hey accomts bears, © 
Give Pardon tos Her hoarſe and lowly Song : 
Faine would ſhee Tropheesto Thy Y ertues reare;) 
But for this tately tarke She is not ſtrong, 
And ber Defe?ts Hey high Attempts do wrong, 
Yet as (he could She makgs thy Worth appeare. 
Soina Map is ſbown this flowry Place ; 
So wrought in Arras by a Virgins Hand 
With Heaven and blazing Stars doth Atlas ſtand, 
Ss drawn by Char-coale is Narciſſus Face : 
She like the Morn may be to ſome bright Sun, 
The D ay to perfelt that's by ber began, 
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A Panegyrick to the High and 
Mighty Prince, Zames,King of Great 


Brittaine, France, and Ireland, 


VV Hat bluſtring Noiſe now interrups my Sleeps ? 
V What ecchoing Shouts thus cleave my chriltall 
And ſeems to call me from my watry Court? (Deeps? 
What Melody, what ſounds of Joy and Sport, 

Are convey'd hither from each Night-borne Spring ? 
With what loud Rumours dothe Mountaines ring ? 
Which in unuſuall Pompe on tip-toes ſtand, 

And (tull of Wonder)overlook the Land ? 

Whence come theſe glitt'ring Throngs, theſe Meteors 
This golden People glancing in my fight? Þ (bright, 
Whence doth this Praiſe, Applauſe,and Love, ariſe ? 
What Load-ſtar Ealt-ward draweth thas all Eyes? 

AmI awake? Or have ſome Dreames con(pir'd 

To mock my Senſe with what I moſt deſir'd ? 

View I that living Face, ſee I thoſe Looks, 

Which with Delight were wont t'amaze my Brooks? 
Do I behold that Worth, that Man divine, 

This Ages Glory, by theſe Bankes of mine? 


Then 
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Thea find Itrue what long I wiſh'd in vaine ;; 

My much beloved Prince is'come againe ; 
Sounto them whoſe Zenith is the Pole, 
Whenſ(ix black Months are paſt,the Sno doth roll : 
So after Tempelt to Sea-toſſed Wights 

Faire Helexs Brothers ſhow their clearing Lights - 
So comes Arabias wonder from her Woods, 

And far far off is ſeen by Memphis Flouds, 

The feather'd Sylvan: ; Cloud-like by ber flic, 
And withtriumphing plaudits beat the Skie, 

N)le marvels, Seraps Prielts (entranced) rave, 
And in Mygdonianitone her Shape ingrave ; 
Inlaſtivg Cedars they do marke the Time 

In which Apofos Bird came to their Clime. 

Let Mother Earth now deckt with Flow'rs be ſcen, 
And ſweet-breath'd Zephyres curle theMeadows green: 
Let Heaven weep Rubies ina Crimſon ſhow'r, 

Such as on [dies Shores they uſe to poure : 

Or with that golden Storme the Fields adorng, 
Which ove rain'd when bis Blewecy'd Maid was born 
May never Hours the Wed of Day out-weave, 

May never Night riſe from her (able Cave, 

Swell proud my Billows,faint not to declare 

Your Joyes as ample as their Cauſes arc: 

For Murmurs hoarſe, ſound like Arions Harpe, 

Now delicately flat, now (weetly ſharp ; 

And you my Nymphs,riſe from your moiſt Repaire, 
Strow all your Springs and Grots with Lillies faire ; * 
Some ſwiftcſt- footed,get them hence,and pray 

Our Flouds and Lakes come keep this Holy-day ; 
What e're beneath A/banias Hills dorun, 

Which lee the riſing, or the (etting Sun, 


Oo, 


Which drinke ſterne Grawpine Milts, or Ochc 1; Snows: 


Stone-rowling T @p,T ine Tortoile-like that lows, 
The pearly Pon,the Deas,the fertile Spay, 
W.li Neve #e, which doth (ce our longeſt Day ; 
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Neſeſmeaking-Sulphur,Leape withMountaioscrown'ds 

|} Strange Lowmond for. his Soaring Wes tecown'd ; 

The Iriſh Riar, Kew, the filver Arre, TY 

Theſnaky Dax,the Ore with ruſhy Haire, | 

The chriſtall-ſtreaming Nidloud-bellowing Chde, 

Tweed which no more our Kingdomes {þall divide # 

Ranke-ſwelling Annar, Lid withcurled ſtreames, 

The Eckes,the Solway where tbey loſe their Names, 

Toev'ry one proclaime our Joyes, and Feaſts, - | 

Our Triumphs ; bid all come and be our Gnella t 

And as they meet in Neprwnes azure Hall, 

Bid them bid Sea-Gods keep this Feſtivall; 

This Day ſhall by our Currents be reno wn'd, 

Our Hills abougſhall ſtill this Day rg{ound: 

Nay, that our Love more to this Day appeare, 

Ler us with henceforth begia our pence, | 

To Virgins, Flow'cs, to dng-burnt Earth, che Raine, 

To Mariners faire Winds amidlt the Maine, 

Coole Shades to Pilgrims, which bot Glances burne, 

Are not ſopleaſing as thy blelt Retucne, 

That Day (deare Prince) which rob'd us of thy fight; 

[Day, 00,but Datkneſle,and a dusky Night] 

Did fill our Breſts with Sighs,oyr Eyes with Teares, 

Turn'd Minutes to lad Months,lad Menths to Yeares 5 

Trees left to floutilh, Meadows to beare Flow rs, 

Brooks hid their Heads within their ſedgie Bow'rs, 

Hire Ceres curlt our Fields with barren Froſt, 

AS if againz (he had ber Daughtcrloſt ; 

The Males lett our Groves,and for {weet Songs 

Sue ſadly filcnt,or did weeptacir wrongs; . 

You know it Meads, you awtmuring Woods it know, 

Hills, Dales, and Caves, Copartners of their Woe 

And you ut know, my Streames, which fromtheir Eing 

Oft on your Glaſſe eel their pearly Brine ; 

0 Nazar deare (faid they) Napeas faire, | 

ONymphs of Trees,Nympbs which on Ryls repaire, 

L | Cong 


"Gone are thoſe maiden Glories, that State, 
Which made all Eyes admirevur Blifſe of late. 

As looks the Heaven when never Star appeares, 
But ſlow and weaty ſbrowd them in their Spheare?, 
While Tithons wife emboſom'd by Him lies, gr 
And World doth languiſh in a mournfull Guiſe : or 
As looks #Gatdenof its Beauty fpoyl'd, 

As Woods in Winter by rough Boreas foyl'd, 

As Pourtrai:sraz'd of Colours aſe tobe: 

So look'&theſe'2bjeR Bounds deprivy of Thee. 

While as my Rills enjoy'd Thy royall Gleames, 
They did not envy Lhartafrny. =. Streames, 

Nor wealthy Tag with his golden Ore, 
Nor cleare Hydaſfes which on Pearles doth roare, 
Nor golden Ganpe that ſees the Sunnew borne, 
Net Achelow with his flowry Horne, 

br Flouds which neare F {:ffan Fields do fall : 
' For why.? Thy fight did ſerve tothem for all. 
No Place there is ſo defart,ſo'alone, 
Even from the frozen to the Torrid Zone, 
From flaming Heclato great Quinceys Lake, 
Which Thy abode could not mott happy make; 
Allthole Perte&ions which by bounteous Heaven 
To divers Worlds in divers Times were given, 
The ſtarry Senate powr'd at once on Thee, 
Thatthou Exemplar mightlt to others de. 

Thy Life was kept till the three Siſters ſpun 

Their threads of Gold, and then it was begun. | 
With chequer'd Clouds when Skies do look moſt faireeay 
Ang nodiſord*7&d Blaſts diſturb the Aire, Nuc 
When Lillies do them deck in #zure Gowns ; "T 
And new-borne Roſes bluſb with golden Crowns, The | 
To prove how caline we under Thee ſhould live, 
Wont Halcyonean Dayes ThyReigne ſhould give, ll T 
And to two floiyvry Diadems Thy right ; it a1 
The Heavens Thee maite a Partner of the Light, to 
mad : SCar ” i 


POEMS, I47 


Scarce waſt Thou borne,/when joyn'd in friendly Bands 
Two mortall Foes with other Hands, 

ith Vertae Fortune ſtrove,which moſt ſhould grace 
Thy Place for Thee, Thee for ſo high a Place; 
One vow'd Thy ſacred Breſt not to forſake, 


| The other on Thee not toturne her Back ; 


And that thou more ker loves EffeRts mightſt feele, 

For Thee ſhe left ber Globe,and broke her Wheele. 
When yeares Thee Vigour gave, Othen bow cleate 

Did ſmothered Sparkles in bright Flames appeare | 

Amongſt the Woods to force the flying Hare, 

To pierce the Mountaine- Wolfe with featber'd Dart ; 

See Faulcons climbe the Clouds, the Foxe enſnare, 

Out-run the wind-out-running Dedale Hare 

To breath thy fiery Steed on every Plaine, + 

And in meandring Gyres him bring againe, 

The Preaſe Thee making Place,and vulgar Things, 

ln Admirations Aire, oa Glories Wings 3 


aire 


Car 


O01 Thou far fromthe common Pitch didſt riſe, 
With thy deſigns to dazell Envies Eyes - 


; [Thou ſoughelt to know this Alls cternall Source, 
JOf ever-tarning Heavens the reſtlefle Courſe, 


Their fixed Lamps, their Lights which wandcingrun, ' 
Whence Moon her Silvgr bath, bis Gold the San, 
Fate there be or no, if Planets can 
By fierce Aipedts force the free-will of Man : 
The lighe aſpiring Fire, the liquid Aire, 
ic flaming Dragons, Comets with red Haire, 
avens tilting Launces, Artillery, xod Bow, 
ud- founding Trumpets, Darts of Haile, and Snow; 
te roaring Element, with People dumbe, 
de Earth with what conceiv'd isin her Wombe, 
ſhat on ber moves, were ſet unto thy Sight, 
ill Thou did(t find thejx Cauſes, Efſenee, Might : 
ut unto nought Thou ſo thy Mind didfit ſtrajnc, 
to be read in Man, and learne to raigne ; 
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'To know the Weight and 41/5 of a Crown, 
To ſpare the Hamblez Proud ones tumble down, 
When from thoſe piercing Cares whicbT hrones inveſt, 
As T hornes the Roſe, thou weari'd wouldſt thee reft, 
With Lute m Hand,full of Cceleſtiall Fire, 

To the Pierian Groves thou didlt retire : 
There. gailanded with all &ranias Flow'rs, 
In ſweeter Layes than builded Thebes 7ow'rs, 
Or them whichchara'd the Doſphines in the Maine, 
Or which did call Ewrigice againe; 
Thou {ung'ſt away the Houres till from their Spheare 
Stars ſeem'd to ſhoot, thy Melody to hcare. 
TheGod withgotden Haire, the Siſter Maids, 
Pid leave their Heliron,and Temp's ſhades, 
Toſcethine Ifle, here loſt their native Topgue, 
And in thy world-divided Language fung. 

Who of thine aftcr- age can count the Deeds, 
With all that Fame in Times huge Annals reads, 
How by Example more than any Law, 
T his People fierce thon didlt to: goednefie draw 
Hoty while the Neiy tour Worlds(tols'd by the Fates) 
So mary Phattoxs had in their States, (Thrones far 

Which turn'd to heedlefie Flames their burniſh'd] 7h 
Thou (35 enſphetr'+;} keptit reiwperate thy Zones 3 {Ye 
In #ffrick Shcares the'Sands that ebbe and flow, 
The ſhady Leaves en Araens T recs that grow, 
He ſore may count, with ail the waves that imect 
To walh the Mavritanian Ailasteet, 

Though crown'd thoa wert nor, nor a King by Br: th, | 
Try Worth defervcs the richeſt Crown on Earth, 
Searct this halte-Sphcare, »nd the Aneartick Greund, 
W here is ſuch Wn and Bounty to be found ? 

As in:o ſilent Night, when neare- the Beare 
The Virgine Huotrefle (ines at full moſt cleare, 
And ſtrives to match her Brothers golden Light, 

4 tic hicalt of !tars doth vaniſh in ber (gt, 
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Po burns no more with Phattontal Fire ; . 


| Orionfaints to ſee his Armes grow black, 


And that bis flaming Sword he now doth lack - 
So Ewropes Lights, all bright in their Degree, 
Loſe all their Luſtre parallel'd with Thee, 


0 By juſt Diſcent Thou from more Kings doſt ſhine, 
I Than many can name Men in all their Line - 


What moſt they toyle tn find,and finding hold, 

Thou ſcorneſt, orient Gems,and flatt'ring Gold ? 
Eſteeming Treaſure ſurer in Mens Breſts, | 

Than when immur'd with Marble, clos'd in Cheſts ; 

No ſtormy Paſſions do diſturbe thy Mind, 

No miſts of Greatneſſe ever could thee blind : 

Who yet hath been ſo mecke ? Thou life did(t give 
Tothem who did repine to lee Thee live ; 

What Prince by Goodneſſe hath ſuch Kingdoms gain'd? 
Who bath ſo long his Peoples Peace maintain'd e 


'I Their Swords are turn'd to Sythes,to Culters Speares, 


Some Giant Poſt their antick Armour beares : 


'{Now, wherethe wounded Knight his Life did bleed, 


Tho wanton Swaine fits piping on a Reed. 

And where the Canon did Joves Thunder ſcorne, 
The gawdy Hunts-man winds kis (hrill-tun'd Horne - 
Her —_ Locks Ceres doth to yellow dic, 

The Pilgrim ſafely in the ſbade doth lye, 


'[ Both Par and Pale (carelefle keep their Flocks, 
.þ Seas bave no Dangers ſave the Winds and Rocks : 


Thou art this Iſles Paladiem,neither can 


{4 Whiles thou doſt live J it be o'ce-thrown by Man, 


| Let others boalt of Bloud and Spoyles of Foes, 
Fieree Rapines, Murders, [/t«ds of Woes, 
Of bated Pompe, and Trophees reared taire, 
Gore.\pangled Enſignes ſtreaming inthe Aire, 
Count how they make the Scythian them aJore, 
The Gaditav, and Souldiour of Azrere, 
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Art#rm dies z cool'd is the Lions ire, ' | 
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Ygbapp Boaſting ! to enlarge their Bounds, : 
That charge themſelves with cares, their \friends with 
Who bave no Law to their ambitions Will, ( Wounds, 
But (Man-plagues) borne are bumave Bloud to ſpill' 
Thou a true Victor art, ſent from above 
What others ſtraine by Force,to gaine by Love, 
World-wandring Fame this Prafle to thee imparts, 
To be the only Monarch of all Hearts, 
They many feare, who are of many featr'd, 
And Kingdoms got by Wrongs,by Wrongs are tear'd, 
SuchThrones asBloud dothraile, Bloud throweth down, 
No Guard fo fare as Love nnto a Crown, 

Eye of our weſterne World, Mars-daunting King, 
With whoſe Renowne the Earths (even Climates ring, 
Thy Deeds not only claime theſe Diadems, 

To which Thame, Litty,T aje,lubjeAtheir Streames 2 
But to thy Vertucs rare,and Gifts,is due 
All that the Planet of the Yeare doth view z 
Sure if the world above did want a Prince 
The world above to it would take Theeg hence. 
That Marder, Rapine, Luſt, are fled to Hell, 
And ia'their Rooms with us the Graces dwell, 
That Honour more than Riches Men reſpeQ, 
That Worthinefle than Gold doth mote effeR, 
T hat Piety unmaſked (hows her Face, 
That Ianocency keeps with Power her Place, 
That long-exil'd Aftrea leaves the Heaven, 
And turneth right her Sword, her Weights holds eyenz 
That the Satarxi4y world is come againe, 
Are wiſh'd effeRts of Thy moſt happy Raigne. 
That dayly Peace, Love, Truth, Delights encreaſe, 
And Diicord, Hate, Fraud, with Incumbers, ceale, 
That Men ule (trength not to ſhed others Bloud, 
Bur ale their ftrength now to do athers Good; 
That Fury is enchain'd, difarmed V Vrath, 
That ((lave dy Natures Hand) there is no Death, ] 1 
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Fhat late grim Foes,like Brothers, other love, 
That Vultures prey not on the harmelel[Te Dove, 
That V Volves with Lambs do friendſhip entertaine, 
Are wiſh'd effeQs of thy moſt happy Raigne, 
That Towns encreaſe, That ruin'd Temples riſe, 
That their wind-moving Vanes do kilſethe Skies, 
That Ignorance and Sloath bence runaway, 
That buri'd Arts now rowlſe them to the Day, 
That Hyperion far beyond his Bed, 
Doth ſee, our Lions rampe, our Roſes ſpred, 
That [ber courts us, Tyber not us charmes;  (warmes; 
That Rhein with hence-brought Beames his boſome 
That Ill doth feare, and Good doth us maintaine, 
Are wiſh'd EffeRs of thy moſt happy Raigne. 

O Vertues Patterne,Glory of our Times, 
Sent of palt Daies to expiate the Crimes, 
Great King, but better far than thou art great, 
VVhom State not honours, but who honours State, 
By V Vonder borne, by V Vonder firſt inſtall'd, 
By V Vonder after to new Kingdoms call'd; 
Young kept by V Vonder from home-bred Alarmes, 
Old ſav'd by Wonder from pale Traitours Harmes, 
To be for this Thy Raigne which VVonders brings, 
A King of V Vonder, V Vonder aato Kings. 
If Pi, Dane, Normane,Thy {mooth Yoke bad ſeen, 
Pitt, Daneand Normans had thy Subjes been: 
If Bratzs knew the Blifſe Thy Rule doth give, 
Even Brs#tws joy would ander Theeto live : 
For Thou Thy People doſt fo dearely love , 


| That they a Father, more than Prince, Thee prove. 


O Dates to be defir'd 1 Age bappy thrice |! 
If you your Heaven-ſent-Good could duly prize, 
But we (halfe-pallie-ſick) thinke never right 
Of what we hold, till it be from our ſight, 
Prize only Summers{weet and musked Breath, 
VVhen armed V Vinters threaten us with Death, 
L 4 In 


In pallid Sickneſſe do efteeme of Health, 
And by ſad Poverty diſcerne of Wealth ; 
I ſee an Age when after ſone few yeares, 
And Revolhtions of the (low-pac'd Spheares, 
Thele daics ſhall be bove other far eſteem'd, 
Andlike Auguſtus palmy Raigne be deem'd. 
The Names of Arther, fabulous Paladines, 
Grav'nin Times ſurly Brows in wrinckled Lines, 
Ot Henries, Edwards, famous for their Fights, 
T beir Neighbour Conqueſts, Orders new ot Knights, 
Shall by this Princes Name be paſt as far 
As Meteors are by the [dalian Star, 
It Gray-bait'd Proreir Songs the Truth not mille, 
Thete is a Land hence-diſtant many Miles, 
Out-reaching Fition and Arla»tich Iles, 
Which (Homelings) fromthis little World we name, 
That (hall imvlazon with ſtrange Rites his Fame, 
Shallreare him Statnes all of pureſt Gold, 
Such as Men gave unto the Gods of old, 
Nameby him Temples, Pallaces,and Towns, 
Wi me great River, which their Ficlds renowns. 
Tis 15 that Kjog who ſhould make right each wrong, 
Ot whom the Bards and myſ[tick Sybr{r ſung, 
The Manlong promis'd, by whole glorious Raigne, 
This Iſle ſhould yet her ancient Name regaine, 
And more of For1#»ate deſerve the Stile, 
Than thoſe where Heavens withdonble Sumers (mile, 
Run on (Great Prince) Thy Courle in Glories way, 

The end the Life, the Evening crowns the Day z 
Heape worth on worth,and [trangly foare above 
Thoſe heights which made the World Thee firlt to love; 
Surmount thy ſelfe, and make thine Actions palt 
Be but as Gleames or Lightnings of thy laſt, 
Let them exceed thoſe o thy younger Time, 

. Asfar as Autumne doth the flowry Prime. 
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Through this tby Empire range, like worlds bright Eye, 
That once each yeare ſurveyes all Earth, and skie, 

Now glaunces on the ſlow and reſty Beares, 

Then turnes to dry the weeping A#ſfers teares, 

Harries to both the Poles,and moveth even 

Inthe infigur'd Circle of the Heaven. 

O long long haunt theſe Bounds, wich by thy ſight 
Have now regain'd their former Heat and Light. 

Here grow green Woods, here filver Brooks do glide, 
Here Meadows (tretchthem out with painted Pride, 
Embroyd'ring all the Baoks, bere Hills aſpire 
Tocrown their Heads with the zthereali Fire: 

Hills, Bulwarks of our Freedome, giant walls, 

Which never friends did ſlight nor Sword made thralls; 
Each circling Flond to Therss Tribute paies, 

Men here (in Health) ont-liveold Neſtors daies: 

Grim Sarxrne yet amonglit our Rocks remaines, 
Bound in our Caves, with many Mettal'd Chaines: 
Bulls haunt our ſhades like Ledas Lover white, 

Which yet might breed Pa/ſphae delight, 

Our Flocks faire Fleeces beare, with which for ſport 
Endimion of old the Moon did court, , 

High-palmed Harts amidſt our Forreſts run, 

And,not impall'd,the deep-mouth'd Honnds do ſhuv , 
The rough. foot Hare ſafe in our Bafhes ſhrowds, 

And long-wing'd Hawkes do pearch amid(t our clouds. 
The wanton wood-Nympbs of the verdant Spring, 
Blew,Golden, Purple Flow'ts ſhall to thee bring, 
Pomonas Fruits the Panichs, Therss Gyrles, 


' Thy Thalys Amber, with tbe Occao Pearles; 


The Tritons, Heardſmen ofthe glaſſic Field, 
Shall give thee what far-diſtant ſhoares can yeeld, 
7 he Serean Fleeces,Erthrean Gems, 
Waſte Platas Silver, Gold of Pers Streames, 
Fntartick, Parrots, e/£thropian Plumes, 
Sabean Odours, Myrrhe,and tweet Perfumes : 
And 
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And Imy lelfe,wrapt in a watchet Gown 

Ot Reeds and Lillies,on mine Head a Crown, 
Shall Incenſe to thee Burne, green Altars taile, 
And yearly fing due Peavs to Thy Prailc. 

Ah why fhould 7: only ſee Thee ſhine ? 

Isnot thy Forth,as well as [ſs Thine ? 

Thongh //- vaunt ſhe bath more Wealth in ſtore, + 
Let it ſuffice Thy Foreb doth love Thee more : 
Thongh ſhe for Beauty may compare with Seine, 
For >wans and Sea-Nymphbs with imperiall Rbeine, 
Yet for the Title may be claim'd in Thee, 

Nor She,nor all the World can match with me. 
Now when (by Honour drawn) Thoa (balt away 
fo Her already jealous of Thy Stay, + 

Whenin Her amorous ArmesShe doth Thee fold, 
And dries thy Dewy Haires with Hers of Gold, 
Much asking of Thy Fare,muchof Thy Sport, 
Much of Thine Abſence, Long, bow ere ſo ſhort, 
And chides (perhaps) Thy comming to the North, 
Loath not to thinke cn Thy much-loving Forth : 
Olove theſe Bonnds, whereof Thy Royall Stem 
More than an hundred wore a Diadem. 
' Soever Gold and Baies Thy Brows adorne, 
So never Time may tec Thy Race out-worne, 

So of Thine Ownaliill may(t Thou be defir'd, 

Of Strangers fear'd,redoubted, and admitr'd ; 

So Mem:ry Thee Praiſe, ſo precious Hours 

May charater Thy Name in ſtarry Flows ; 
So may Thy bigh Exploits at lalt makeeven, 

With Earth Thy Empire, Glory with the Heaven, 
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eAn intended Speech atthe 
Weſt Gate. 


LMS IR, if Nature coutd ſuffer Rocks to move, 
5 -(C Y> and abandon their naturall places, this 

(UNS Town founded on theſtrengtbot Rocks 
XS JS (now by the all-cbecring Rayes of Your 
- . þ . 

d Majeſties Preſence, taking not 

Motion, but Life) bad with her C 
Temples, and Houſes moved toward you,and beſought 
you to acknowledge Her yours, and Her Inhabitants 
your moſt humble and affeRionate SubjeRs, and to be- 
leeve bow 1 any ſoules are within Her Circuits,ſo mary 
Lives are devoted to your ſacred Perſon and Crown ; 
And here,Sir, She offers by me,to the Altarof your Glo- 
ry, whole Hecatombs of moſt happy deſires, praying all 
things may prove proſperous unto you, that every Ver- 
tue and Reroick Grace, which makea Prince eminent, 
may with a long and bleſſed Government attend you; 
Your Kipgdoms flouriſhing abroad with Bayes,at home 
with Olives. Preſenting you Sir, (whoare the Strong 
Key of this little World of Great Brittaine) with thele 
Keyes, which caſt up the Gates of Her afte&ion, and 
deligne you Powerto open all the Springs of the Hearts 
of theſe Her moſt loyall Citizens. Yet this almoſt not 
necefiary ; for as the Roſe at the far appearing of the 
Motnipg »un dilplayeth and !preadeth her purples, fo at 
the 
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che very Report of your happy returne to this your na- 
tive Countrey,their Hearts(as might be apptrent,if they 
could have (hined through their Breaſts ) were with 
_joy and faire hopes made ſpacious, nor did they ever iq 
al feele z more heat, than the Glory 
of your Preſence at this time darteth upon thett. 

The Old forget their Age, and look freſh and young 
at the ſight of ſogracious a Prince: The Young beares 
Part in your Welceme, defiring many yearesof Life, 
that they may ſerve you long, all have more joyes than 
Tongues ; for as the words of other Nations far go be- 
yond and furpalle the affeRjon of their hearts : So in 
this Nation the affejon of their hearts is far above all 
they can exprefie by words. Daigne then, Sir, from the 
higheſt of Majelty, - to look down on their lownefle, 
and embrace it, accept the homage of their bumble 
minds,accept their = zcale, and for deeds, accept 
that great good-will which they have evercarried tothe 
high deſerts of your Anceſtors, and ſhall ever to your 
Own, and your Royall Race, whileſt theſe Rocks (ball 
be overſhadowed with Buildings, theſe Buildings in- 
habited by men, and while men ſhall be endued either 
with counſell or courage, or enjoy any peece of Rea« 
ſoo, Senſe, or Life. 
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The Speech of Caledonia, repreſen- 
ting the Kingdom. 


He Heavens have heard our vows,our juſt deſires 

Obtained are, no higher now aſpires 
Our wiſbing thought, ſince to bis native Clime 
The Flower of Princes, honour of bis Time, 
Encheering all our Dales, Hills, Forreſts, Streames, 
(As Phabw doth the Summer with bis beames ) 
Is come,and radiant to us in his traine 
The golden Age and vyertues brings againe ; 
Princeſo much longed for, how thou becalmſt 
Mands eaſcleſſe anguiſh, every care embalm'ſt 
With the ſweet odours of thy Preſence z Now 
Intwelling Tides Joyes every where do floy 
By thine approach,and that the World may ſee 
What unthought wonders do attend on Thee, 
This Kingdomes Angell I, who fincethat day 
That rutbleſſe Fate thy Parent reft away, 
And madea Star, appear'd not any where 
To gratulate thy comming,come am here, 

Haile Princes Phoenix, Monarch of all Hearts, 
Soveraigne of Love and Jaltice, who imparts 
More than thoa canſt receive ; ; To thee this Crown 
Is due by birth ; but more, it is thine own 
By jult delert ; and ere another brow 
7 han thine ſhould reach thelame,wy flouds Chould ow 
With 
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With hot Vermilian gore,and every Plaine 

Levell the hills with Carkaſſes of ſlaine, 

This Iſle become a red Sea : Now how ſweet 

Is it to me, when Love and Laws thus meet 

To girt thy Temples with this Diadem, 

My Narſelings ſacred feare,and defreſt Gem, 

Nor Roman, Saxon, Pitt,by (ad alarmes 

Could this acquire and keep; the Heavens in armes 

Fronr us repell all perills,nor by wars 

Ought here was won or gaping wounds and ſcars, 

Our Lions Chmaerick now is palt, 

And crown'd with Bayes,he rampeth free atlaſt. 

Here are no Sereas Fleeces, Pers Gold, 

Aunror as Gems, nor Wares by Tyra: fold; 

Towns twell not here with Babylonian Walls, 

Nor Nero's $ky-reſcmbling gold-ſcel'd Halls, 

Nor Memphis Spires, nor Q«i»z.ajes arched Frames, 

Captiving Scas,and giving Lands their names : 

Fanh (milke-white Farth) of old belov'd ſo well, 

Yet in this corner of the world doth dwell 

With ber-pure $ iſfters,Truth,S implicity ; 

Here baniſh'd Honexr beares them company, | 

A Mar:-adoring Brood is here, their wealth, 

Sound minds,and bodies of as ſound a health ; 

Walls here are Men, who fence their Cities more 

Than Nep:une when he doth in Mountaines roare, 

Doth guard thus Iſle;or all thoſe Forts and Tow'rs 

Amphions Harpe rais'd about T hebes bow'rs, 

Heavens Arch 1s oft their roote, the plcalant (hed 

Of Oake and Plaine ott (erves them for a Bed, 

Toiufter want, (oft pleaſure to deſpiic, 

Rua over panting Mountaines crown'd with Ice, 

Rivers o'recome,the waltelt Lakes appall, 

{ Being to themſclves,Oars,Stcerers,Ship and all) 

Is their renowo ; a rave all-doring Race, 

Cou:agious,prudent,doth this Chma!e grace ; y 
et 
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Yet the firme Bafe on which their glory ſtands, 
In peace true hearts,in wars is valiant hands, 
Which here (great King ) they offer up to thee, 
Thy worth reipeRing as thy pedegree : 

Though it be much to come of Princely ſtem, 
More is ic to deferve a Djadem. 

Youchlafe bleſt People, raviſht Here with me; 

To thinke my thoughts, and ſce what Ido ſee, 

A Prince all gracious,affavle, divine, 

Meeke, wile, jult;valiant, whoſe radiant ſhine, 
Ot Vertues (like the Stars about the Pole 
Guilding the Night enlig htneth every Soule = 
Your Scepter (waics;a Prince borne in this Age 
To guard the Innocents trom Tyrants rage, 

To make Peace proſper, Juſtice to reflow'r, 

In deſert hamlet,as in Loidly Bow'r ; 

A Prince, that though of none he [tands in awe; 
Yet firſt lubjeAs himſelie to his own Law, 

Who joyes in good,and (i1}] as right dues, 

His greatneſſe meaſtres by his good eff, 

His Peoples pedeſtall, who rifing high, 

To grace this Throne, makes Scorlands name to fly 
On Halcyons witigs (her glcry which reltores) 
Beyond the Ocean to Columbre ſhores; 

Gods izcred P:Qture in this man adore, 

Honour his Yaloer, Zeale, his Prery more, 

High value what you hold, hin deep engrave 

In your hearts Heart,trom whom all good ye have: 
For as Moons ſplendor trom her Brother ſprings, 
The Peoples welfare (treameth from their Kings. 
Since your loves Qbjetdeth immornall prove, 
© love this Prince with an eternall love. 

Pray that thole Crowos bis Anceitors did weare, 
His temples long (more orient) may beare, 
That good he reach by ſweetncfle of his (way, 
The even his ſhadow may the da1 atfray ; 

M That 
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That Heaven on him what he deſires beſtow, 
That ſtill the glory of his greatnefſe grow, 

That your begun felicities may laſt, 

That no Orien do with ſtormes them blaſt, 

That ViRory his brave exploits attend, 

Eaſt, Weſt,or South, where he his Force ſhall bend, 
Till bis great Deeds all former Deeds furmount, 
And quaile the Nimrod of the Helleſpoxt , 

That when his well-ſpent care all care decalmes, 
He may in Peace ſleep in a ſhade of Palmes , 
And rearing up faire Trophecs,that heavens may 
Extend hiskife to worlds extreamelt day, 
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The Song of the Muſes at Parnoſſis. 


T length we ſee theſe Eyes, 

Which cheere both Earth and Skies ; 
Now, ancient Caledon, 
Thy Beanties heighten, richeſt Robes put on, 
And let young jojes to all thy parts ariſes 


Here could thy Prince ſtill tay, 
Each Month ſhould turne to May ; 
We need nor Star nor Sun, | 
Save him, to lengthen Daies and Joes begun : 
Sorrow and Night to far Climes haſte away. 

. 
Now Majeſty and Love . 
Combin'd are from above, 
Prince rever Scepter ſway'd, 
Lov'd Subjetts more,of Swbjeft s more obey'd, . 
Which may endure whilit Heavens great Orbes do move, 


Jojes did you alwaies laſt, 

Lifes ſparke you ſoon would waſte; 

Griefe follows ſweet Delight, 

A1 D ay is (hadswed by ſable Night, 

Yet ſhall Remembrance keep you ſtill when paſt, 
' 
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The Speeches at the Horoſcopall 
Pageant by the Planets, 


Endymion. 


Ous'd from the La!wia» Cave, where many yeares 
That Empreſle of the loweſt of the Spheares, 
Who cheers the Night,did keep me hid, apart 
From motrtall Wights, to eaſe her love-(ick heart, 
As young as when ſhe did me firſt enclo'e, 
As freſh in beauty as the morning Role, 
Endymion ; that whilome kept my Flccks 
Upon Jonias flowry Hills and Rocks, 
And ſweet Layes warbling to my Cysthias beames, 
Out-ſang the Cignets of Meanders ſtreames : 
To whom (for Guerdon ) ſhe Heavens ſecret bars 
Made open, taught the Paths and Pow'rs of Stars ; 
By this deare Ladies [tri commandement 
To celebrate this day I here am lent, 
But whether is this heaven, which ſtars do crown, 
Or are heavens flaming iplendors here come down 
To beautifie this nether World with me ? 
Such ſtate and glory did ee Shepheard lee ? 
My wits my tenſe miſtruſt ,and tay amaz'd, 
No eye on fairer O>jedts ever gaz'd; 
Sure this is Heaven, for every wandring ſtar, 
Forſaking thoſe great Orbes where whirl d they are, 
All ditmall [ad aſpeRs abandoning, 
Are here met toſalute ſome gracious King ; 
Nor is it ſtrange it they Heavens height negleR, 
It of undoubted worth is the ofteR-: 
Then this it is, thy preſence royail Youth) 
Hath brought then kere within ar Atyy #25, 
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Totell by me {their Herauld ) comming things, 
And what cach Fate to her (terne Diſtaffe ſings ; 
Heavens Volume to uncla{pe,vaſt Pages ſpread, 

Myſterious golden Cyphers cleare toread ; 

Heare then the Angur of thy future daies, 

And what the ſtarry Senate of thee faies ; 

For, what is firme decreed io heaven above, 

In vaine onearth [trive Mortalls to improve. 


Saturne. 


O faire hopes to give reines now is it time, 
'Þ ans ſoare as high as jult deſires may climbe z 
O Halcyonian, cleare,and happy Day, 
From ſorry Wights let forrow flie away, 
And vexe Antartich Climes,great Brittaines woes 
Vaniſh, for joy now ia her Zenicb glows; 
The old Lucadian Syth-b earing Sire 
(Though cold) for thee teeles flames of {weet deſire ; 
And many lultres at a perfe height, 
Shall keep thy Scepters Majeſty as bright 
And ſtrong in power and glory every way, 
As when thy peercleſle Parent did it (way, 
Ne're turning wrinkled in times endlefſelength, 
But one in her firlt beauty, youtbfull ſtreogth, 
Like thy rare mind, whichſtedfaſt as the Pole 
Still fixed ſtands, however Spheares do role 
More, to inbaunce with favours this thy Raigne, 
His age of gold be (hall rc(tore againe, 
Love, Juſtice, Honour, Innocence renew, 
Mens iprights with whice ſimplicity indue, 
Make all tolive in plentics ceaſcleſſe ſtore 
With equall ſhares, none wiſhing to have more; 
No more ſhall cold the Plough-mens hopes beguile, 


| Skies (hall on Earth with lovely glances (mile ; 
Tol 
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Which ſhall untill'd ezch flow'r and ber bring forth, 
Apd Lands to Gardens turne of <quail worth, 

Life (long ) ſhall not be thrall'd to mortall dates, 
Thus heavens decree, ſo have ordain'd the Faxes. 


Jorve. 


DB of heaven, (olc honour of the earth, 

Jove (courting thine Aſcendant at tby birth 

Proclaimed thee « King,and made it trae, 

That tothy worth great Monarchies are due; 

He gave thee what was good,and what was great, 

What did belong to love, and what to (tate, 

Rare gifts whoſc ardors burne the hearts of all, 

Like tinder when flints atoms on it fall. 

The Tramentane which thy taire courſe direRts, 

Thy Counſels ſhall approve by their effes ; 

Juſtice kept low by Gtants, wrongs, and jars, 

Thou ſhalt relieve,and crown with gliſtering ſtars, 

Whom noughtſave Law of force could keep in awe, 

Thou ſhalt turne Clientsto the force of Law, 

Thou Armes ſhalt brandiſh for thine own defence, 

Wrongs to repell,and goard weake innocence, 

Which to thy laſt effort thou ſhalt uphold, 

As Oake the Ivy which it doth enfold ; 

All overcome,at lalt thy ſelfe orecome, 

Thon (balt make paffion yield to reaſons doome : 

For ſmiles of fortune ſhall not raiſe thy mind, , 

Nor ſhall diſaſters make it ere declin'd, . 

True ſhonour ſhall reſide within thy Court, 

Sobriety and Truth there ſtill reſort , 

Keep promis'd faith, thou ſhalt all treacheries 
cteſt,and fawning Paraſites deſpite, 

Thou,others to make rich, ſhalt not make poore 

Thy lelfe, but give,that thou mayſt (till give more ; , 
rr ode | | ou 
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Thou ſhalt no Para»ymph raiſe to bigh Place, 
For frizl'd locks, quaint pace, or painted face ; 
On gorgeous rayments, womanizing toyes, 
The works of wormes,and what x Moth deſtroyes. 
The Maze of fooles, thou (halt no trealure ſpend, 
Thy charge to immottality (hall tend, 
Ruiſe Pallaces,and Temples vaultcd high, 
Rivers o're arch,of Hoſpitality 
And Sciences the ruin'd Innes reſtore, 
With Walls and Ports incircle Nepeanes (hore, 
To new-foundworlds thy Fleets make hold their courſe, 
And find of Canada the unknown Soarle, 
People thoſe Lands which paſſe Arabian fields 
In fragrant Woods and Muske which Zephire yeelds ; 
Thou ftear'd of none,ſhalt not thy Peoplefeare, 
Thy Peoples love thy Greatneſle ſhallup-rears, 
Still rigour (hall not ſhine,and mercy lower, Y 
What Love can do thou ſhalt not do by Power 
New and vaſt Taxes thou ſhalt not extort, 
Load heavy thoſe thy bounty ſhould ſupport, 
Thou (halt not (trike the Hinge nor Malter Beame 
Ot thine Eſtate, but errours in the ſame. 
By harmeleſle Juſtice graciouſly reforme, 
Delighting more in calme than roaring ſtorme; 
Thou (kalt governe in Peace as did thy Sire, | 
Keep,ſave thine own,and Kingdomesnew acquire, 
Beyond 4A/cides Pillars,and thole bounds 
Where Alexander gain'd the Eaſterne Crowns, 
Till thou the greatelt be amonglt the Greats ; 
Thus Hcavens ordaine, lo havedecrecd the Fates. 


"7p 


M 4 Mars. 


168 POEMS, 


AM ars. 


On of the Lion, thou of loathſome Bands 

Shalt free the Earth,and what ee thee withſlands 
Thy noble paws ſhall teare, th: God of Thrace 
Shail be thy ſecond, and before thy face, 
To Truth and Juſtice, whilelt thou Trophees reares, 
Armies ſhall fall diſmaid with Panick feares, 
As when Asrorg in skies azure lifts 
Makes (ſhadows vaniſh, doth dilperſe the miſts, 
And in a twinkling with her opall light, 
Nights horrours checketh, putting ſtars to flight ; 
More to inflame thee to this noble taske, | 
To thee he here reſigns his Sword and Caske, 
A Wall of flying Caftels, armed Pines 
Shall bridge thy Sea, like heaven with ſtecle that ſhines, 
To aide earths tenants by fovle yoaks opp: eſt, 
And fill with feates the great Kung of the Welt ; 
To thee already ViRory diſplaics 
Her garlands twin'd, with Olive, Oake,and Bayes, 
Thy triamphs finiſh (hall all old debates ; 
Thus Heavens dccree, ſo have ordain'd the Fates: 


San. 


VV Ealth Wiſdeme,Gliry, Pleaſure Noutelt hearts 
Religion, Laws, Hyperion imparts | 


To thy juſt Raigne, which thall tar,far ſurpalle 
Of Emperours, Kings, tbe beſt that ever was ; 
Look how he dims the ſtars ; thy Glories raics 
So darken (hall the luſtre of thele daies : 
jor faire Vertues Zodifcſthou ſhalt run, 
And inthe Heaven of Worttliesbe the Sun, 
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No more contemn'd ſhall hapleſſe Learning lye ; 
The maids of Pinder ſhall be raifed high ; 

For Bay and Ivy which their brows enroll'd 

Thou ſhalt them deck with Gems and ſhining gold; 
Thou open ſhalt Par»eſi Chriltall gates: 

Thus Heavens ordaine,fo do decree the Fates. 


Venus. 


T He Acidaliax Queen amidſt thy Bayes 

Shall twine ber Mirtles, grant thee pleaſant daics z 
She did make cleare thy houle, and with ber light 

Ot churlicb ſtars put back the d1{mall ſpighe ; 

1hbe Hymenean bed faire brood fhall grace, 

Which on the carth continue ſhall their race, 

While Floras treaſure thall the Meads endeare, 

While ſweet Pomona Role-check'd fruits ſhall beare, 
While Phetes beames her brothers emulates: 

Thus Heavens decrec,ſo baye erdain'd the Fates. 


Mercury. 


(3 Atlas wo yo works of Peace, 
(The Springs of plenty) Tillage, Trades cncreaſe, 
And Arts in times gulfes lott againe reſtore, 

To their Perſe&ion ; nay,find many more, 

More perfeR Artiſts, Cyclops in their forge 


Shall mould thole brazen Typhons,which diigorge 


From thcir bard Bowels merall,flame and (moake, 
Mufiing the aire up 1n 2 fable cloake. 
Geryons, Harpyes, Dragons,Sphinges ſtrange 
Wheele, where in ſpactous gires the Fume doth range, 
The Sea ſhrinkes at the blow,ſhake doth the ground, 
TheWorlds vaſt Chambers doth the ſound rebound g 

' The 
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The Stygian Porterleaveth off tobarke, 

Black Jove appall'd doth (hroud him in the darke ; 
Many a Typhis in adventures tolt 
By n Hrie ne Skill (hall many a maiden coaſt, 
With thy ſayle-winged Argoſes find ont, 
Which like the Sun ſhall run the Earth about ; 
And far beyond his paths ſcore wavy waics, 
To Cathaies Lands by Hyperborean deasy 
He ſhall endue thee both in peace and war, 
With wiſdome, which than Strength is better far, 
Wealth, Honour, Armes,and Arts (hall grace thy States; 
Thus Heavens ordaine,ſo do decree the Fates, 


The Moon. 


þ the faire Queen with the golden maids, 
lhe Sun of Night, thy bappy fortunes aids; 
Though turban'd Princesfor a Badge her weare, 
Tothem (he waine, to thee would full appeare ; 
Her Hand- maid Thetss dayly walkes the round 
About thy Delos that no force it wound, 
Than when thou lefi(t it, and abroad didf(t ſtray, 
(Deare Pilgrim) ſhe did ſtraw with flowers thy way, 
Aad turning forraine force ard counſell vaine, 
Thy Guard and Guide return'd thee home againe ; 
To thee ſhe Kingdomes, Years, Blifle did divine, 
Qnailing Mednſas grim Snakes with ber ſhine, 
Beneath thy raigne Diſcord,(fell milchicfes forge, 
The bane of Peoples,State, and Kingdome Scourge) 
Pale Envy (with the Cocatrices eye, 
Which (eeing kills, but ſeen doth forthwith dye ;) 
Malice, Deceit, Rebellion, Impudence, 
Beyond the Garamants (hall pack them henee, 
With c very Monſter that thy Glory bates, 
Thus Heavens decrec, fo have ordain'd the Fates. 
Endymion, 
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Endymion, 


"7*Hat heretofore to thy heroick mind 
"T a did not an(wer as they were defign'd t 
O do not thinke it ſtrange, Times were not come, 
And thele faire ſtars hadnot pronounc'd their doome 3 
The Deſtinies didon that day attend, 
When to this Northerne Region thon ſhould lend 
Thy cheerfull preſence,and charg'd with Renown, 
Set on thy brows the Caledonian Crown ; 
Thy vertues now thy jalt deſire ſhall grace, 
Sterne Chance ſhall change,and to Deſert give place ; 
Let this be known to allthe Fates, admit | 
To their grave Coun(cll,and to every wit 
That courts Heavens jn(ide ; this let S654; know, 
Andthole mad Corybanrs who dance and glow 
On D:ndimm bigh tops with frantick fire : 
Let this be known to all 2podo's Quire, 
And People let it not be hid from you, 
What Mountaines noyſe,and flouds procleime as true : 
Whereever Fame abroad bis praiſe ſhall ring, 
All Chall obſerve,and ſervg this bleled King, 


The Endof Kine Charles bis Entertainment 
ar Edcnborough, 1 63 3. 
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LEASATALEEINS 2 


A Paſtorall Elegie on the Death 
of 9. W. eA. 


IS ſweeteſt prime,and blooming of his Age, 
Deare Alconraviſh'd from this mortall Stage,' 
The Shepbeards mourn'd,as they him lov'd before; 
Among the Rout him /dmo» did deplore, 

1Idmon, who whether Sun in Eaſt did riſe, 

Or divein Weſt,poar'd Torrents from bis Eyes 
Of liquid Chryſtall, under Hawthorne ſhade, 

At laſt to Trees and Rocks this plaint he made, 
Alcon,delight of Heaven, deſire of Earth, 
Of-ſpring of Phabms, and the Mules birth, 

The Graces Darling, Adon of our Plaines, 

Flame of the fairelt Nympbs the Earth ſuſtaines, 
What Power of thee bath us bereft ? What Fate 
By thy untimely fall would ruinate 

Our hopes ? O Death | what treaſure in one houre 
Halt thou diſperſed ? How doſt thou devoure 
What we on earth hold deareſt ? All things good, 
Too envious Heavens, how blaſt ye in the Bud? 
The Corne the greedy Reapers cut not down 
Before the Fields with golden Eares it crown ; 
Nor doth the verdant Fruitsthe Gardener pull : 
But thou art cropt bgfore thy yeares were full, 
With 
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With thee ſweet youth) the Glories of our Fields 
Vaniſh away, and what contentments yields. 
The Lakes their ſilver look, the woods their (ſhades, 
The Springs their Chriſtall want, their Verdure Meads, 
The yeares their early {eaſons,cheertull Dayes, "Y 
Hills gloomy ſtand now deſolate of Rayes - 
Their amorous whiſpers Zephires not us bring, 
Nor do Aires Quireſters ſalute the Spring ; 
The freezing winds our Gardens do defloure. 
Ah Deſtinies 1 and you whom Skies embow'r, 
To his faire Spoiles his Spright againe yet give, 
And like another Phenix make him live. 
The Herbs, though cat, ſproutfragrant from their (tems, 
And make with Crimſon blaſk our Anadems - 
The Sun when in the Welt he doth decline, 
Heavens brighteſt Tapers at bis Funeralls ſhine ; 
His Face, when waſht in the Atlantick Seas, 
Revives,and cheeres the 7/elkjiz with new Raies : 
Why ſhould not he,fince of more pure a Frame, 
Returne to us againe,and be the ſame ? 
But wretch what wiſh I ? To the winds I ſend 
Theſe Plaints and Prayers, Deſtines cannot lend 
Thee more of Time, nor Heavens conſent will thus, 
Thou leave their ſtarry World todwell with us; 
Yet ſhall they notthee keep amidlt their Spheares 
Without thele lamentations and Teares. 

Thou walt all Vertue,Courtefie,and Worth, 
And as Suns light is in the Moon ſet forth ; 
Worlds ſupreame Excellence in thee did ſhine z 
Nor, though eclipſed now, ſhalt thoa decline, 
But inour Memories live, while Dolphins ftreames 
Shall haunt, whilſt Eag/ers ſtare on '/ irans beawes, 
Whilſt Swans upon their Chriſtall Tombes ſhall ſing, 
Whilſt Violets with Purple paint the Spring. 
A gentler Shepheard Flocks did never feed 
On Al6bjons Hills, nor flung to onaten Reed : 

While 
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While what ſhe found in Thee my Muſe would blaze, 
Griefe doth diſtra& Her,and cut ſhore thy Praiſe, 
How oft hxve we, inviron'd by the Throng 
Of tedions Swaines,the evoler ſhades among, 
Contemn'd Earths glow-worme Greatneſle, and the 
Of Fortune ſcorn'd, deeming it diſgrace (Chace 
To conrt unconſtancy ? How oft have we 
Some Chlorss Name graven in each Virgin Tree, 
And, finding Favours fading, the next Day 
What we bad carv'd we did deface away ? 
Woefull Remembrance | Nor Time nor Place 
Of tby abodement ſhajows any Trace, 
But there to me Theu ſhinſſt : late glad Deſires, 
And ye once Roſes, how are ye turned Bryers ? 
Contentmentspalled,2nd of Pleaſures Chiefe, 
Now ace ye frighttull Horrours, Hells of Griefe ? 
When from thy native Soyle Love had Thee driven, 
(Thy fafe retorne Prefignrating) a Heaven 
Of flattering Hopes did in my Fancy move, 
Then little dreaming it ſhould Atomes prove, 
Theſe Groves preſerve will I,thele loved Woods, 
Theſe Orchards rich with Fruits, with Fiſh theſe flouds, 
My Atcen will returne.and once againe 
His choſen Exiles he will entertaine ; 
The populous City holds him, amongſt Harmes 
Ot tome fierce Cclops, Circe's ſtronger Charmes, 
Thele Bankes (ſaid I) he viſit will and Streames, 
T hele filent ſhades ne'ce kilk by conrting Beames, 
Far, far. off I will meet him,and I firſt 
Shall him approaching know.and firlt be ble 
With his AſpeR)I firlt (hall heare his voice, 
H:m find the ſame he partcd,and rejoyce 
To learne bis paſſed Perills, know the Sports 
Of forraine Shepheards, Fawns,and Fairy Courts. 
No pleaſure to the Fields, an bappy State 
Taz Swa:nes enjoy, fecure from what they hate £ F 
ree 
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Free of proud Cares they innocently ſpend 

The Day, nor do black Thoughts their eaſe offend ; 

Wiſe Natures Darlings they live in the World, 

Perplexing not themliclves how it is hurld, 

Theſe Hillocks Phabmwe loves, Ceres theſe Plaines, 

Theſe Shades the Sy{vars, and here Pales ſtraines 

Milke in the Pailes; the Maids which haunt the Springs 

Daunce on theſe Paltures,here Amir as (ings ; 

Heſperian Gardens, Tempe $ ſhades are here, 

Or what the Ealterne /»ge and Welt hold deare. 

Come then,deare Youth,the Wood-nympbs ewine thee 

With Roſe and Lilly, to impale thy Brows. (Boughs 

Thus ignorant, Imus'd, not conſcious yet 

Of what by Death was done,and rathlcfle Fate : 

Amidſt theſe Trances Fame thy loſle doth ſound, 

And through my Eares gives to my Heart a wound ; 

With ſtretched-out Armes I ſought thee to embrace, 

But claſp*d (amaz'd) a Coffin in thy Place, 

A Coffin ! of our Joyes which had the Traſt, 

Which told that thou wert come ; but chang'd to Duſt: 

Scarce, even when felt, could I belceve this wrack, 

Nor thatthy Time and Glory Heavens would breake. 

Now ſince I cannot ſee my Alcons Face, 

And find nor Vows,nor Prayers to have place 

With guilty Stars, this Mountaine ſhall become 

To me aſacred Altar, and a Tombe 

To tamous Alcon : here,as Daies, Month', Yeares 

Do circling glide, 1 facrifice will teares : 

Here ſpend my remnant Time,exil'd from Mirth, 

Till Death atlaſt turne Monarch of my Earth. 
Shepheards on Forih,and you by Dovex Rocks, 

Which ule to ſing and ſport,and keep your Flocks, 

Pay Tribute here of Tearcs,ye never had 

To aggravate your Moanes a cauſe more ſad; 

And to their ſorrows hither bring your Mands, 

Charged with {weetelt fiow'rs, and with pure Hands ; 

(Faire 
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(Faire Nymphs) tbe bluſhing Hyacinth and Roſe 
Spred on the Place bis Rehits do encloſe, 

Weave Garlands to his Memery, and put 

Over his Hearſe a Verſe in Cypres cut - 

Vertue did dye,Goodnefle but harme did give, 
After thenoble Alrox ceag'dto live, 

Friendſhip an Eartbquake (uffer'd ; loſing Him, 
Loves brighteſt Conltellation turned Dim. 


Hymne. 


g Awvitnr of Mankind, Man Emanuel, EF, 
Who ſinleſſe died for Sin,who verquiſkt Hell, 
The firſt fruns of the Grave, whoſe life did give 
Light to our Darknes,in whoſe death we live. 
O ſtrengthen tho my faith corrett my will, 
That mine may thine obey: protett me ſtill, 

So that the latter death way not devour 

My ſonle ſeal'd with thy Seals ; ſo inthe houre 
When thous whoſe body ſanitificd thy Tombe 
(Unjnſtl jadg'd) a glorious Judge ſhalt come 
To judge the World with Juſtice ; by that ſigne 
1 may be known andentertained for thine, 


POEMS. 


© A Tranſlation 

OfS. Fobu Scot his verſes, begining 
Quod vite ſet gbor iter. 

2 (take? 


V Hat courſe of life ſhould wretched Mottals 
In Books bard Queſtions large contention 

Care dwels in Houſes, Labour in the Field, {make g 

Tumuliuons Sexs affiigbtiog dangers yield, 

In Forraine Lands theu never cant be bleſt 

If rich, thou art infeare ; if poore, diſtreſt; 

In Wedlock frequent Jiled tentments (well ; 

Unmarried perſons ain Deſerts dwell. 

How many troubles are with Cbildrenborng ? 

Yet he that wants them, counts himſelfe Forlorne; 

Young men are waaton, and of wildome voyd 1 

Gray haires are cold, unfit to be employ'd, 

Who would not one of thoſe two offers try, 

Not to be herne 8 or, being borne, todye ? 


, 


N Miſcellanies, 
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MISCE LLANIES. 


A it. good hathleft this Age, all tracks of ſhame, 

Mercy 1s baniſhed,and pitty dead, 

Jaltice, from whence it came,to heaven is fed ; 

Religion,maim', is thought an idle Name. 

Faith todiſtraſt, and Malice hath given place, 

Envy with poyſon's Teeth hath friendſhip torne, 

Renowhed Knowledge is a deſpis'd ſeorne, 

Now evill *tis, all evill not to embrace. 

There is no life ſave under ſervile Bands, 

To make Deſert a Vaſſall to their crimes, 

Ambition with Avarice joyne hands 

O ever-ſbamefull, O moſt ſhamelefſe Times ! 
Save that Suns light we ſee, of good here tell, 
This Earth we court ſo much, were very Hel. 


ENED 


Oth then the world go thus,doth all thas move? 
{s this the Jultice which on Earth we find ? 
Is this that firme 1}ccree which all doth bind ? 
Aretheſe your Influcrces Powers above ? 
Thoſe Soules which vices moody Milts moſt blind, 
Blind Fortune blindly molt their triend doth prove 3 
And they who thee (poore Idoll) Vertue love 
Ply like a feather toſs'd by torme and wind, 
An 1 (ita Providence doth {way this All.) 
Why thouid be!t Minds groane under moſt diſtreſle, 
Or why ſboutd Pride Humility make tbrall, 
And injuries the lanocent oppreſle ? 
Heavens hinder,{top this Fate,or grant a Time 
Wacn Good may bave as well as Bad their Prime. 
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' A Reply. 


V \ T4 do in Godddchght 

That ſoveraigne Jultice ever dothreward, 
And though ſometime it {mite, 
Yet it doththem regard ; 
For even amidſt their Griefe 
They find a ſtrong reliefe, 
AndDeth it ſcIfe can work them no deſpight. 
Againe, inevill who joy, 
Anddo in it grow old, 
In mid(t of Mirth are charg'd withfing annoy, 
Which is inConfeience ſcroPd, 
Aod whentheir Lifes fraile thred is cut by Time, 
They puniſhment find equall to each Crime. 


288 


Ook bow in Hay the Roſe 
At Sulphures azure fumes, 
In a ſhort {pace her crimſon bluſh doth loſe, 
And all amaz'd a pallid white afflumes. 
So time our beſt conſumes, 
Makes Youth and Beauty paſſe, 
And what was pride tarnes horrour in .T Glaſſe. 
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To a Swallow building neare the 
Statue of Medea. 


Ond Progne,chattering wretch, 

That is Medeas, there, 

Wile thou thy Youeglings hatch ? 

Will (he _ thine,her own who could not ſpare ? 
Learne from her frantick face 

To ſeek ſome fitter place. 

What other may'ſt thou bope for, what deſire, 

Save Stygian ſpels, wounds, poy(0n, iron, fire ? 


Venus armed. 


OpraQice new alarmes 
Tor Joves great Court above, 
The wanton Queen of Love 
Of leeping Afars put on the horrid Armesz 
Wheregaziog in a Glaſſe 
To ſee what thing ſhe was, 
To mock and icoffe the blew-eyed Maid did move ; 
Who laid Swag peer Shes ſhould you bave been dight 
When Ywulc k you Dapping with your Knight, 


The 


vo 


'be 


T be Boares Head. 


AE o _ Green 
bo rr ar T_ ſee, | 

Whereplay'd A4nchi/ſer with the Cyprian Queen , 
The headof « wild Boare ——_ 
And driven by Zephyres breath 
Did fall,and wound the lovely Youth beneath; 
On whom yet ſcarce appeares 
So much of bloud =s YVenw eyes ſhed teares. 
But ever as ſhe wept ber Antheme was, 

cruell,change,alas, | wt 
My Adex whiltt thou liv'd was by thee (laine, 
Now dead,this Lover muſt thou kill agaioe? 


To anOwle. 


So tell me, Z 
So may Nights Curtaine long Time cover Thee, 
$0 Ivy ever may 

From irkefome light op thy Chamber and Bed, 
And in Moons Liv'ry cled; 

So may'*ft thou ſcorne the Quireſters of Day, 

When playning thou doſt ſtay 

Neare to the ſacred window of my deare, 

Doft ever thou her heare 

To wake,and ſteale (wift houres from drowtſie ſleep ? 
And when ſhe wakes,doth ere a ſtollen (igh creep 
Into thy liſtoing eare ? 

IF that deafe God doth yet her careleſſe keep, 

In loader notes my Griefe with thine expreſle, 

Till by thy ſbrickes ſhe think on my diſtredes 


N 3 Daphs':. 


a>... 
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N Ow Daphne armes did grow _ 

Inſlender branches,and her braided Haire, 

Whichlike gol Sdig flow, 

In leavy T wigs-were hed 1athe Aire, 

The grace of either foot 

Transforni'd was to/a root, 

A tender Barke enwraps ber. Body fairc. 

He whodid caule-her ul; - 

Sore- wailing ſtogdjapdtrom his blobbered cyae 

Did ſhow's of teares upon theriae diftil, 

Which water'dthuathid bad.and tucae:more green, -. 
O deep delpaue lr Q Heart- appaliiog,Griefe,, 
When that doth woe encreaſe ſe thoold bring reliefe. 


T be >> of Love. 


N: woods and defart Bounds 
A Bealt abroad doth Roame, 
So loving Sweetneflsand/the honey Combe, 
It doth delpilethe armes of Bees and wounds 3 
I by like plea/yre led 
To prove whit Heavens did place 
Of [wcet on your face tace, L 
Wrillt therewich I am 1d, 
Reit.carel:iſe (Beare of Love) of hellih ſmart, 


And how thole Eycsatflitand wound my Heart. | | :1 


Five 
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Five Sonnets for Galatea. 
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Trephone in vaine thou brings thy rimes and ſongs, 
So with grave Pinders old and withered flow'rs. 


In vaine thou count'lt the faire Ewrepes wrongs, 
And her whom foe deceiv'd in golden ſhow rs. 
Thou halt flept never under Mirtles ſhed, 
Or if that paſſion hath thy ſoule oppreſt, 
It is but for ſome Grecian Miſtris dead- 
Of (ach old ſighs thou doſt diſcharge thy breſt , 
How can true Love with fables hold a place ? 
Thou whe with fables doſt (et forth thy love, 
Thy love a pretty fable needs mult prove, 
Thou ſuelt for gracezin ſcorne more to dilgrace ; 
I cannot thinke thou wert charm'd by my looks, 
Ono, thou learn'dſt thy love in Lovers books. 


II. 


O more with Candid werds infe& mine cares, 
Tell me no more kw that ye pinc in anguiſh 
When ſound ye ſleep : ao more ſay that ye languith, 
No more in ſweet deſpite ſay you ſpend teares. 
Who hath ſuch hoYow eyes as not to ſee ; 
How thoſe that are haire-brain'd boaſt of .Apoto, 
And bold give out the Muſes do them follow, 
Though ia loves Library yet no Lover's he. 
If we poore ſoules lea(t favour but them ſhew, 
That ſtraight in wanton Lines abroad is blazed, 
Their names doth ſoare on our fames overthrow, 
Mark'd is our lightneſſe whilſt their wits are praited 
In filent thoughts who can no ſecret cover, 
He may, fay we,but not well,bc a Lover. 
N 4 
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|  Dophns. 1; 


N Ow Daphns armes did graw 

Inſlender branches,and her braided Haire, 

Whichlike gol $did Sow, 

In leavy T wigs-were hed 10 the Aire, 

The grace of citber foot 

Transftorni'd was to'a root, 

A tender Barke enwraps bar Body fairc. 

He whodid cauſe her-ull . 

Sore-wailing [togdzapdtrom his blabbered cyae 

Did ſbow'rs of teares upon therine diftill, 

Which water'dthus tid bad and tucge:more green, - 
O deep delpaire lr Q Heart appaliiog.Griefe, 
When that doth woe encreaſc thould bring reliefe. 


RY A 
_ The Beare of Love. 

N: woods and defart Bounds 

A Bealt abroad doth Roame, 
So loving Sweetneflesand/the honey Combe, 
It doth deſpilethe armes of Bees and wounds # 
I by like plea/ure led 
To prove what Heavens did place 
Of [wcet on your taice face, L 
Whillt therewich I am i<d, | 
Reit-carel:iſe (Beare of Love) of helliſh ſmart, 
And how'thoie Eycsatfh&tand wound my Hearts 1 
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Five Sonnets for Galatea. 


Tr in vaine thou brings thy rimes and ſongs, 
Oeoped grave Pindars old and withered flow'rs. 
In vaine thou count'ſt the faire Ewrepes wrongs, 

And her whom Joye deceiv'd in golden ſhow rs, 


| Thou halt ſlept never under Mirtles ſhed, 


Or if that paſſion hath thy ſoule oppreſt, 

It is but for ſome Grecian Miſtris dead. 

Of ſuch old ſighs thou doſt diſcharge thy breſt , 

How can truc Love with fables bold a place ? 

Thou whe with fables dolt (et forth thy love, 

Thy love a pretty fable needs mult prove, 

Thou ſueſt for grace,in ſcorne more to dilgrace z -. 
I cannot thinke thou wert charm'd by my looks, 
Ono, thou learn'dſt thy love in Lovers books. 


I1, 


N2 more with Candid words iate& mine eres, 
Tell me no more kow that ye pinc in anguiſh 
When ſound ye ſleep : no more ſay that yelaoguith, 
No more in ſweet deſpite ſay you ſpend teares. 
Who bath ſuch hollow eyes as not to {ee ; 
How thoſe that are haire-brain'd boaſt of Apollo, 
And bold give out the Mules do them follow, 
Though ia loves Library yet no Lover's be, 
If we poore ſoules lealt favour but them ſhew, 
Thar ſtraight in wanton Lines abroad is blazed, 
Their names doth ſoare on our fames overthrow, 
Mark'd is our lightneſſe whilſt their wits are prailed; 
In filent thoughts who can no ſecret cover, 


He may, ſay we,but not well,vc a Lover. 
N 4  —_ 
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IIL. 


Y E who with curions numbers, ſweeteſt art, 

i £ Frame Dedall Nets onr beauty to furprize, 

Telling ſtrange Caſtles boilded in the Skies, 

And tales of Capidr Bow,and Copid: Dart , 

Well, howſoever yeaR your fained ſmart, 

Moleſting quiet eares with tragick cries, 

When you accuſe our chaſtities beft part, 

Nam'd cruelty,ye ſeem not halfe too wile, 

Yea,ye yout ſelves it deem moſt worthy praife'; 

Beauties beft guard ; that Dragon which doth keep 

Heſperian fruit, the ſpar in you doesraile z 

That Dehoy wit that otherwaics may fleep, 
Tocruell Nymphs your Linesdo fame afford, 
Oft many pitifull,net ene poore word, 


IV. 


F it be love to wake ont all the night, 

And watchfull eyes drive oatin dewie monnehs 
And when the Sun brings to the world bis light 
To waltethe Day in teares,and bitter groanes. 

Tf it be love todim weake reafons beame 
With clouds of ſtrange defire,and make the mind 
Jn he!lih agonies a beav'n to dreame, 

Still ſeeking Comforts where but griefcs we find ; 
If it be love to (taine with wanten thought | 
A ſpotleile chaftity,and make it try 


More farious flames than his whoſe cunning wrought 


Thet brazen Bull, where he intomb'd did fry, 
Then {ure is Love the cauſer of ſuch woes, 
Be ye our Lovers, or our martall ces. 


And 
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V. 


05 


AY would yon then ſhake off Loves golden chain, 


With which it is beſt freedome to be bound ? 


And Cruell do ye ſerk to heale the Wound 


Of Love, which bath ſuch ſweet and pleaſant paine? + 


All that is ſubje@ unto natures raigne 
In Skies aboye,or on this lower round, 
When it is long and far ſonght,end hath found, 
Doth in Decadex:fall and ſlack remaine; 
Bebold the Moon how gay ber face doth grow 
Till ſhe kifſe all the Sun,then doth decay ; 
See how the Seas tumultuorfly do flow 
Till they embrace lov'd bankes,then poſt away : 
So is't with love, unlefle you love me till ; 
Q, do net thinke 116 yeeld unto your will. 
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(CC charming ſleep, fonef the Sable night, 

Brother to death, in filent darknefſe borne, 

Delany my laoguilh e're the day be light, 

With darke forgettiag of my cares returne, 

And let the day be long enough to mourne 

The ſhip- wrack of my ill-adventured Youth ; 

Let watry eyes ſuffice to waile their ſcorne 

Without the troubles of the nights untruth ; 

Ceaſe dreames,fond image of my fond defires 

To model! forth the potions of to morrow 3 

Let never riſing Sun approve your teares 

To add more griefe to aggravate wy ſorrew : 
Still let me ſleep, embracing clauds in vaine, 
Aqgd never waketo feels the daies dildaine, 
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An —_ of one named 


argaret. 


N ſhells, and gold,Pearles are not kept alone, 
A Margaret hero lies beneath a ſhone ; | 

A Margaret that did excell in worth 

All thoſe rich Gems the [nds both ſend forth, 
Who had ſheliv'd when good was loy'd of men, 
Had made the Graces foure,the Muſes tev, _. 

And forc'd thoſe happy.times her daics tbat claim'd 
From her to be the age of Peucle (ill nam'd; 

She was the richeſt Jewell of her kind, 

Grac'd with more lultre than ſhe lef;g bebiad, 

All Goednefle,vertue, Bounty,and could cheare 

[The ſaddeſt minds, now, Nature kaowiopg here 

How things but ſhown, then hidden are lov'd beſt, 
This Zargaret '(hrin'd in this inarble Cheſt, 


Another Epitaph on a Lady. 


T His Beauty faire which death.in Cuſt did turne, 
Andclos'd fo ſoon within a Cofha (ad, 
Did paſſe Like Lightoiog, like the thunder burne, 
Solittlelike ſo much true vercue had ; 
Heavens but to (hew their might bere madeit ſhine, 
And whegadmir'd then. inthe worlds dildaine, 

O teares, Qgricfe 1)did call it back againe, 

eſt earth ſhould, yaunt (be kept what was Civine, 


On 
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Ona Drunkard. 


Or Aramanthes, nor Roſes do. baqueatb- 

Unto this Hearſe, byt Temarif4 206 Wing, 
For that ſamethirſd, though dead,yer dothhiw pine, 
Which made him fo-carrouſe while he drew breath, 


Aretinus Epatapb. 


Ere Aretine lies moſt bittex 

Who whilſt he lived ſpoke evill of all, 
Only of Godthe Arrans/Scot 
Naught (aid, but thas he knew him note 


( empariſon of his thoughts to Pearls. 


VV open (hglls in ſeas, on heavenly dew, 
A ſhining Oylter Juiciaufly doth feed, 
And then the birth of that ztbereall ſeed 
Shews wheirconcciv's if Skies looke dark or blew - 
Sodo my thoughts ( Caeleltiall twins) of you, 
At whole a/pe&rhey firlt begin 2nd breed, 
When they came torth to light, demonſtrate true 
It ye then {mil'd : or lowr'd 18 mournung weed 
Pearles thenareoriene fram'd, and faire 1n forme 
It heavens in their conceptions do look cleare : 
But if they thuader,or do threat a ſtorme. 
They ſadly darke and cloudy do appeare 3 
Right ſo gy thoughts,and ſo my notes do change, 
Sweet if ye [mile,and hoacle it ye look (range. 


alt 
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All changeth, ry 


Th angry Winds not aye , 
' 4 Docuff the roaring Deep ; 

And though heavens often weep, 

Yet do they ſmile for joy when comes diſmay ; 

Froſts do not ever kill the pleaſant flow'rs, 

And Love hath ſweets when gone are all the ſoures, , 
This ſaid,z ſhepheard cloſing in his armes 

His deare z who bluſht to feele Loves new alarmes. 


Silenus to King Midas. 


ne greateſt gift that from their lofty thrones 
The all-governing pow'rs to man can give, 
Is,that he never breath, or breathing once 

A ſuckling end bis daics, and leave tolive, 

For then he neither knows the woe nor joy 

Of life, nor feares the Srygian Lakes annoy. 


To hit amorow thoug be. 


Nocra wanton thought, whe art of beauty borne, 
And who on beauty fteed(t, and ſwoet defire, |; 
Like Taper flee, ſtill circling,and ſtill turne 

About that flame ; tbat all ſo much admire 

That heavenly taire, which doth out-bluſh the morne, 
Thoſe Ivory hands,thoſe threads of golden wire 

Thou ſtill furroundeſt yet dart not aſpire ; 

Sure thou doſt well that place not to come neare, 

Nor (ee the Majeſty of that faire Court ; 

For if theu ſaw'ſt what wonders there reſort, 

The poore intelligence that movesthat ſpheare 

Like ſoules a(cending to thoſe Joyes above; 


Back never wouldſt thou tarac,nor thence remove. 
What 
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What can'we hope for more ? what more inſoy ? 
Since faireſt things thys ſaonelt bave their end, 
And as on bodies ſhadows do attend, 

Soon all our blifſe is followed with annoy, 

Yet (he's not dead, ſhe lives where ſhe did love, 
Her memory on earth, her ſoule above. 


Verſes on the lute William Earle of Pembrook. 
F I, 


TY doubtfull feares of Change fo fright my Mind, 
Though raiſed to the higheſt joy in Love, 
As in this flippery ſtate more griete I find, 
Than they who never ſuch a blifſe did prove; 
But fed with lingriag of faturo Gaine, 


Dreame not what 'tisto a Loſers Paine. 
II, 
Deſire a ſafer Harbour is than Feure, 


And not to riſe lefle danger than to fall ; 

The want of Jewels we far better beare, 

Than ſo poſſelt at once toloſe them all : 
Unlatisfied Hopes Time may repaire, 
When ruin'd Faith mult finiſh in defpaire. 


III, 


Alas ! Ye look but up the Hill on me, 
Which (hews toyou a faire and ſmooth aſcent, 
The Precipice bebind ye cannot ſee, 
On which high Fortuhes are too pronely bent - 
It there I flip, what former joy orblifle 
Can heale the bruiſe of ſach a fall as this ? 
oy A 
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| I. 


Vi love enjoyes, and placed hath his Mind 
Where fairer Vertnes faireſt beautics grace, 
Than in bimſelfe ſuch tore of worth doth find, 
That he deſerves to hold ſo good a Place; 

To chilling feares how can he be ſet forth, 

Whoſe feares condemne his own, doybts others 

(worth? 
IT, | 


Deſire, as fivrrres'of Zeale, Feare, Horrours meets, 
They riſe whofaltof falling never prov'd. 
Who is ſo dainty {tibre with ſyrects 
To murmur when the Banket js remov'd ? 
The faireſt hopes Time in the Bud deſtroys, 
. When ſweetare memories of ruin'd Joyes, 


III, 


It is no Hill but Heaven where you remaine, 

And whom Deſert advanced hath ſo high 

To reach the Guerdon of his burning Paine, 

Muſt not repine to fall, and falling dye, 
His Hopes are crown'*d; what years of tedious breath 
Canthem compare with ſuch a happy Death? 


W.D. 


A 
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A Tranſ|tion. 


AZ 1 filly Soule, whit wilt thou ſay 
X When be whom earth and Heavens gbey 
Comes Maa to judge in the lat Day? 


I 


When He a reaion askey, why Grace 
And Goodneſle thou wouldft not embrace, 
But ſteps of Vanity didft trace ? 


IIL 


That Day of Terrour, Vengeance, Ire, 
Now to prevent thouſhould'ſt defire, 
And to thy God in haſte retire. 


I'V. 


With watry Eyes,and Sigh-ſwollen Heart, 
O beg, beg in his Love a part, 
Whillt Conſcience with remorſe doth ſmart. 


V. 


That dreaded Day of wrath and ſhame 
In flames ſhall turne this Worlds huge Frame, 
As ſacred Prophets do proclaime, 


VI. 
O ! with what Griefe (hall Eartblings grone 


When that great Judge ſet on his Th;one 
Examines (triRly every Ones m_ 


I9r 


Sbrill- 


VII, 


$hrill- ſounding Trumpets through the Aire 
Shall from dark Sepulchres caok where 
Force wretched Mortalls te appente. 


VIII. 


Nature and Death amaz'd remaine : 
To find their dead ariſe agzine, . 
And Proceſle with their ſadge maintune. 


IX, 


Diſplay'd then o Jen Books (ball lye 
Which all theſe {ecret crimes deſcry, 
For which the guilty World muſt dye, 


X. 


The Judge enthron'd (whom Bribes not gaine ) 
The cloleſt crimes appeare ſhall plaine, 
And none unpuniſhed remaine, 


XI, 


O who thea pitty ſhall peore me |! X 
Or who mine Advocate ſhall be ? 
When ſcarce the julteſt paſſe ſhall free, 


XII, 


All wholly holy dreadfull King, 

Who freely life to thine doſt bring; 
QF Marcy (ave me Mercies ſpring» 
| Then 
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<q wt 
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XIlI; 
Then ( (weet Jeſu) call to mind Te 


How of thy Pains I was the End, = 
And favour let me that day find. f 


XIV. 


In ſearch of me Thou full of paine 5 L 
Did'ſt ſweat bloud, Death on Crofle ſuſtaine, 
Let not theſe ſuff'rages be in vaine- 8 


XV. 


Thou ſupreame Judge,moſt juſt and wiſe, 
Parge me from guilt which on me lics 
Before that day of thine Aſſize, 


XVI, 


Charg'd with remorſe (loe) here I groane, ons 
Sin makes my face a bluſh take on ; 
Ab 1 ſpare me proſtrate at thy Throne. 


XVII. 


Who Mary Magdalen did(t ſpare, 
And lendft the Thiefe on Croſſe thine Eate, 
Shewelt me faire bepes I ſhould not feare, 


XVIIL 


My prayers imperfe& are and weake, 
But worthy of thy grace them make, 
And ſave me from Hells —_ Id; 


- 
4 
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XIX. 


On that gteat Day at thy right hand 
Grant I amongſt thy Sheep may ſtand, 
Sequeſtred from the Goatiſh Band. 


X X. 


When that the Reprobates are all 
To everlaſting flames made thrall, 
O to thy Choſen (Lord) me call , 


XXI. 


That TI one of thy Company, 
Withthoſe whom thou doſt jaltifie, 
 Maylivebleſtin Eternity, 


Von 


a” 
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Y pon John Earle of Laderdale bs Death, 


F thoſe rare Waxtbics, who adgrn'd our North -. 
And ſbio'd like Conſtellations, Thou alone 
Remaindi laſt (great ſaitlavg) charg'd with worth,” 
Second in Vertues Theater to none. 
But finding all eccentrick in our times, 
Religion jnto luperſtition turn, 
altice filenc'd,exiled, or jnurn'd ; 
ruth, Faith,and Charuy reputed Crimes, 
The young mgn deſtiaate by {word to fall, 
And Trophees of their Countries ſpoiles to reate ; 
Strange Laws the Ag'd,and prudent to appale, 
And forc'd ſad yoakes of Tyranny to þeare, 
And for nor greut, nor vertues minds 3r00me, 
Diidaiaing lite, thop ſhouldlt into thy Tomb. 


II. 


VV Hen miſdevotion every where ſhall take place, 
And lofty Oratours in thundring termes 
Shall move you (people) toariſc in armes, 
And Churches hallow'd policy detace; 
When you ſhall but one generall ſepulchre 
(As Averrees did one generall Soule ) 
Od bigh,on lowgon good, on bad confer, 
And your dull Predeceflors rites controule ; 
Ab ſpare this Monument, great Gneſts'it keeps, 
Three grave Julticiars, whom true worth did raiſe, 
The Muſes Darlings, whoſe lofſe Phabus weeps : 
Beſt mens dclight, the glory of their daics. 
More we would (ay ,but teare,and ſtand in aw 
To turne Idolaters,and break your Law, 


O 3 Do 
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O not repine (bleſt ;oule) that humble wits 
Do make thy worth the matter oftheir Verſe 3 
No high ſtrain'd Muſe our times and ſorrows fits - 
And we do figh, not ſing, to crown thy Hearſe, 
Thy wilelt Prince,e're manag'd Brittaines State 
Did not diidaine in numbers cleere and brave, 
The vertues of thy Sire to celebrate, 
And fix a richmemoriall on his Grave. 
Thou didſt deſerve no lefle ; and here in Jet, 
Gold, Touch, Brafle, Porphyrie,or Perian Stone, 
That by « Princes hand no lines are ſet 
For thee : the cavſe is now this Land bath none- 
. Such Giant Moods our parity forth brivgs, 
Weall will netbing be, or all be Kings. 
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” 


E PIT APHS. 


TO 
T be Obſequies of the bleſſed Prince, 
JAMES, Kizgof Great Brittaine. 


Et boly David, Solowen the Wile, 
That King, whoſe Breaſt ,£ger-«did inflame ; 
Auguſtus, Helens Son, Great in all Eyes, 
Do Homage low to thy Aſasſolean Frame y 
And bow before thy Laurels Anadem. 
Let all thoſe ſacred Swans, which to the Skies 
By never-dying Layes have rais'd their Name, 
From North to South, where Sun doth ſet and riſe. 
Religion, Qrpban'd, waileth o'ce thy Urne, 
altice weeps out her Eyes, now truly blind, 
0 Niobes the remnant Vertues turne 3 
Fame, but to blaze thy Glories,ſtaics bebind 
I'th' World, which late was golden by thy Breath, . j 
Is Iron turd'd,and horrid by thy Death. 
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. Ontbe Death of a young Lady .. 


> Beauty which pale Death in Duſt did turne, 
And clos'd f&ſdop within a Goffin (ad, 
Did paſſe like Lightning, like to Thunder biithe ; 
Solittle Life, ſo much of Worth it bad / 
Heavens but to ſhew their Might bere made it ſhine, 
And when ad < in the, Worlds diſd "4 
(FTA, © Bitte !) did cul ie buok aaede; ) 
Leſt Earthſhonld.viunt ſhe kept what wis Divine, 
What eari we Hd for more ? whit mote enjoy ? 
Sith faireſt things thus ſooneſt bave their End ; 
And, as on Bodies ſhadows do fitend, 
Sith all our BI is follow'd With Annoy ? 

She is not deed, ſhe lives where (he did toye; 

Her Memety of! Etrth, her fou't yboye. 


3421-14 1 nad 
Ond Wight, Who 'drexm'ſt of Grexthels,Glory; Stare, 
Þanx Worklsof Pleaſures; Morj6urs dolt deviſe, 
Awake, Learbe Now'that Wte/thou art rick Gitett, 


Nor glorious, ByYhis Morntthety turrie with, © 


One itenſhrinerkt ſprung of (neitht Rettim © 
And (if that Blogd Nobility cat} tnitke ,) ” 
From which ſome Kings have not diſdain'd to take 
T keir proud Deleent,a rare and matchlcile Gemm. 


A Þ:- 2uty here it holds by full aſſurance, 

tt which no bloomin le was morerefin'd, 
NorMornings Bluth mote fatiiant ever ſhin d, 
Ab 1 too too ike to Morne and Role at lalt, 


Tt 
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Tt olds her who in Wits aſcendant far 

Did Yeares and Sex tranſcend, To whomthe Heaven 
More Vertue than to all this Age bad given, 

For Vertue Meteor turn'd, when fhe a ſtar, 


Faire Mirth,(weet Converſation, Modeſty, 

And what thoſe Kings of Numbers did conceive 
By Muſcs Nine,avd Graces moethan Three, 

Lye clos'd within the Compalle of this Grave, ' 


Thas Death all Earthly glories doth confonnd, 
Loe ! bow much Worth x little Duſt doth bound; 


$33 


Ar from theſe Bankes exiled be all Joyes, 

Contentments, Pleaſures, Muſick (cares reliefe) 
Tears,Sighs,Plaints, Horrouts, Frightments, ſad Annoies 
Inveſt theſe Moyhtgines,fill all Hearts with Griefe. 


Here Nightingals and Turtles vent your moanes g 
Amphriſias Shepbeard bere come feed thy Flotke, 
Andread thy Hyacinth amidlt our Groanes, 

Plajne Eccho thy Narcyſſm trom our-Rocks. 


e* 141 i W3'> > *Y 7: 4 
Lolt have our Meadstheir Beanty ;Hillgitheir Gernms, 
Our Brookstheir Chriſtall, Groves rheir pleaſgnſhiade, 
The faireſt Flow'r of all our Anademms 
Death cropped hathy the Le4b4chalte is dead, 
ger hah 


Thus figh'd the Tyne then (bi unke beneath his Urne, 
And Mcads, Brooks, Rivers, Hills about did mourne. 


O 4 The 
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He Flower of Virgins ia her Prime of yeares 
x Þ By rutbleſſe Deſtinies is ta'ne away, 

And rap'd from Earth,poore Earth, before this Day, 
Which ne're was rightly nam'd a Vale of Teares. 


Beauty to Heaven is fled,ſweet Modeſty 

No more appeares ; She whoſe harmonious ſounds 
Did raviſh Senſe,and charme Minds deepeſt wounds, 
Embanim'd with many a Teare now low doth lye. 


Faire Hopes now vaniſh'd are ; She ſhould have grac'd 
A Princes Marriage-Bed ; but (loe 1) in Heaven 
Bleſt Paramours td her were to be given | 


She liv'd an Angell, now is with them plac'd, 


Vertue is but a Name abſtraQly trimm'd, 
Interpreting what ſhe was in «effeR, 


A ſhadgow from her Frame which did reflec, 
A Pouttrait by. tet Excelleocies limm'd, 


Thou whom free- will or chance bath bither brought, 
And read'ſt ; Here lies a Branch of AManlavdy ſtemm, 
And: $e510ns Off-ſptivg 5 know that citber Name ' © 
Pelignes all worth yet reacht by bumane Thoaghe. 


Tombes (elſe- where ) ule Life to their Gaeſts to give, 
Theſe Aſhes can fraile Monuments make live. 


Another 
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Another onthe ſame ſubjeX. 


| AE 
Ike to the Gardens Eye, the Flower of Flow'rs 
With purple Pompe that dazle doth the Sight ; 
Or as among the lefſer Gems of Night, | 
The Uſher of the Planet of the Houres z © ' 
Sweet Maid, thou ſhinedft on this World of ours, 
Of all PerfeRtions having trac'd the bight, 
Thinc outward frame was faite, faire inward Powers, 
A Saphire Lanthorne,and an incenſe light. 
Hence, the enamour'd Heaven as too too good 
Oa Earths all-thoroy ſoyle long to abide, 
Tranſplanted to their Fields o rare « Bud, 
Where from thy San no eldud thee now can hide. 
Earth moan'd ber lofle; and wiſh'd ſhe bad the grace 
Not to have known, or known thee longer ſpace. 


Ard Laws of mortall Life / 

Tile Tap pom © = 0p IREETg 
apers, lj to , 

Our Gnefes we uruix rt FRY 

When joyes but balting march,and ſwiftly fl 

Like ſhadows inthe Eye : id 

The ſhadow doth not yeeld nato the Sun, 

But Joycs and Life do waſte even when beguo; * . _; 


, 


On 


208” POEMS. 


On the: Death of Wl: 


ons grave in 
Scotland, Fours at Aithen. 


tth #.th 'Þ ane 
Atul: in A Oo en, y, Temples (ct, 
The Cid CLIN ar "the able Jet. | 
Mojene this thy Norlags la, Joffe whichgll 
pollos Quire Oy Lt wc gr uy, —__ 
Cannot repairg.99f Jai wy 
Ah 1 when ſhalt a Sad Sis 


Who made thy 

Thong ochy Rocks and Streams lead forth, 
; 4 

His folen or aaa light did dim, 

Sprung of an ancient and us Race, 

He Vertue more than mafly brace. 


He ſtaa'd to mildneſegby balie. berbarow fpnlacs, 
The Good-mans R fage, of the bad the TCVs 
Unparaleld in tricn (hip, welds Dabgin.: 


mheard " to 43% 
by his wortb, 


For Hoſpitality along hy Plaines. ET Þy 
Far-fam'd,a Pa:xon,and a Patterne faire, IN? 
Of Picty, che Males chicte repaire. ' :4 ml 


Moſt debonaire,in Courteſie ſupreame, 

Lov'd of the meane, and honour'd by the Great, 
Ne'ce da(ht by Fortune, nor calt downby Fate, 
To preleat,andto atter Times a Theame, 


Aitken, 
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Aithen, thy Teares poute on this filet Grave, "on 
And drop them inthy Alabaſter caves + i + 1 
And Niebes Imagery become; | SEIHAY 
And when'thon bit diſtilled bered Tombe; . | 1:2: 1 
Enchace init thy Pearls, and let it beare, 
Aithess beſt Gern and honout (hrin'd hes here» 


5 0h 3-20 


Pam: Regiſter of Time 

Write intby Setowleqthat I - - 

Of Wiſdome Lover;4nd ſweet Poefie, 
Was cropped in my-Prime z  ': | 
And ipe in worth, though green in yeares, did dye. 


TIES 
Uſtice, Truth, Pexee; nad Hoſpitality, en. 
—— ingrefolv'd todys 
In theſe lewd Times,have choſen here to bave 
Withjult true pion ——= their Grave ; 
Them cherifh'd'be f much,ſo muchdid grace, 
Thift they on Earth would chooſe none other Places 


- - \ 
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V HenDeathto deck bis Trophees ſtop thy breath, . 
1 re Ornament and Glory of theſe Parts : 

Al witn :0out Eyes might ſay, and ruthfull bearts, 

That chi5.- 14;;nortall vaſſal'd wereto Death, 


*? 
4 


What Cd in P»rts on many (har'd we ſee 

From Natps *,c-4cious Heaven, or Forturſ® flow, 
D944/480 &£ aitc; Piece of worth below, 
Heaven, Nature, Fv;itune gavein grofle to Thee, 


In 
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To Honour, Boanty,Rich,in Valour, Wit, 

In Countefie, Borne of an ancient Race, ; bs 
With Bayes in war, with Olives crown'd in Peace, 
Match'd great, with Of-(pring for great Aoos fie. 


No Ruſt of Times,nor Change,thy Vertue wan 
WithTimes to change, when Truth, Faith, Love decay'd, 
Tn this new Age (like Fate) thou fixed ſtay'd 

Of the firſt World an all-ſubſtantiall Man. 


As earſtthis Kingdome given wss to thy Syre, 
The Prince his Daughter truſted to thy Care, 
And well the credit of a Gem fo rare 

Thy loyalty and merit did require. 


Yeares cannot wrong thy Worth,that now appeares 
By others ſet as Diamonds among Pearles, 

A Queens deare Foſter, Fathet to three Earles, 
Enough on Earth to triumph are o'ce yeares. 


Life a Sea-voyege is,Death is the Haven, | 
And fraught with honoar there thou balt artiv'd, 
Which Thouſands {eckiog have on Rocks been driven, 
That Good adornes thy Grave which with thee liv'd : 


For a fraile Life which here thou did(t enjoy, 
- Thou now laſting kalt freed of Annoy, 
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V Ithin the Cloſure of this Narrow Gravo : 
Lye all thoſe Graces a Good-wife could haves 


But on this Marble they ſhall not be read, - } 
For then the Living envy would the Dead. . 
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He Daughter of a King of Princely Parts, 
In Beauty eminent, in Vertues chicks, | 

Loadftar of Love,and Loadſtone of all bearts, 

Her Friends,and Husbands only Joy,now Griefe 3 

Is here pent up within a Marble Frame, 

Whole Paralellno Times, no Climates claime.  *. 


342 
V Erſes fraile Records areto keep a Name, 
The 
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Or raiſe from Duſt Men to a Life of Fame, 
ſport and ſpoyle of Ignorance ; but far 
More fraile the Frames of Touch and Marble are, 

Which envy, Avarice, Time ere long confound, 
Or miſ-devotion equalls with the Ground. 
Vertue alone doth laſt,frecs manrfrom Death, 
And, though deſpis'd and ſcorned here beneath, 
Stands grav'n in Angels Dia:nantine Roles, 

And blazed in the Courts above the Poles. 

Thou walt faire Vertues Temple,they did dwell, 
And live ador'd in thee,noughr did excell 

But what thou cither didft poſſeſſe or love, 

The Oraces Darling,and the maids of Jove, 
Courted by Fame tor Bountics which the Heaven 
Gave theo in great, which if io Parcels given 
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Too many,fuch we gy ns might call, 

How happy then walt thou who enjoyedlt them all ? 
A whiter Soule ne*re body did inveſt, 

And now ((equeſtred) canoe be but bleſt, 
Enrob'd in Glory, 'mid(t thoſe Hierarchies 

Of that immortall People of the Skies, ; 
Bright Saints and Angels, there from cares giade free | 
Nought doth becloud thy ſovergign Good from Thee. 
Thou ſmil'ſt at Earths Confuſions and Jars, 

And how for Cenmtavres Children we wage wars - 

Like honey Flies, whoſe rage whole (warmes conſumes 
Till Daſt thrown on them (makes them yaile their 
Thy friendsto thee x Monnment would raiſe, (plumes; 
And limne thy. Vertueg; but dull griefe thy Praiſc 
Breakes in the Entraoce,and our Taske proves vaine, 
What Cuty writes that woe blots out 2gung - 

Yet Love a Pyramid of Sighs thee reares, 

And doth embaulme thee with Farc-wells and Teares: 
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Hough Marble Porphyry,and — 
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Once Earths Delight, Heavens care, a pureſt Roe. :- : 
. And (Reader ) (hould(t thou but let fall a Teare 

Upon it,other flow'rs fhall'hore 4 
Sad Violets and Hyacinths which grow 

With markes of gricfc : a publike lofle to ſhow. 


11, 


4 JI 
Relenting Eye,which daigneſt to this Stone 6 (4 
To oo ps nc are rm nr one. 351 
The Living and the Dead interrid, for Dead £1 of 


The Turtle in its Mate is ; and ſhe fled | 
From Earth, ber choos'd this Place of Gricts | 
To bound wr ny 1 
His is this Monument,for bers no Art 

Could frame, a Pyramide rais'd of bis Heart. 


III 


Inſtead of Epitaphs and aity praiſe 

This Menument a Lady chalte did raiſe 

To her Lords living fame,and after Death. 

Her Body doth unto this Place bequeath, 
Torelt with his,till Gods fhrill Trumpet ſound, 


Though time bgr Lite,no tigic ber loyygould bound, 
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6 bavetwice beets at the Doores of Death, 
And twice found ſhut thoſe Gates which ever 
This but a Lightning is, Truce ta'neto Breath, (mourn, 
Forlate borne ſorrows augure fleet return. 


Amidſt thy ſacred Cares, and Courtly Toyles, 
Alex, when thou (balt heare wandring Fame 
Teil, Death hatktriamph'd o're my mortall Spoyles, 
And that on Earth I am but a ſad Name ; 


If thou ere held me deare, by all our Love, 

By all that Rliflethoſe Joyes Heaven here ws gave, 
I copjure thee,and/by the Maids of Jove, 

To grave thiz Chort remembrance on my Grave; 


Here Demorlict, whole did ſometime grace 
The murmuring Esk,may ſhade the place. 
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| is my Yoake, though grievous be my Paines, 
Sweet are my Wounds, although they deeply ſmart, 
My Bit is Gold, thougb ſhortened be the Reines, 
My Bondage brave,though I may not depart, 
es nengthe Fice which doth impart 
Thoſe es,ſo tweet reviviog Force containcs, 
That like Arabia's Bird my walted Heart 
Made quick by Deatb, more lively [till remaines. 
T joy though oft my waking Eyes ſpend Teares, 
I never want Dclight,even when I grone, 
Beſt companied when molt I am alone, 

A Heaven of Hopes I bave midſt Hells of Feares : 
'  Thusevery way Contentment ſtrange I find, 
But molt in Her rare Beauty, my rare Mind. 


SON. 


Aunt not, fair Heaver:,of your two glotious Lights, 
Which thoygh n:olt bright, yetſee not when they 
And ſhiniong,cannot ſhow their Beames divine (ſhine, 
Both in one Place,but part by Daies aod Nights ; 
Earth vaunt not of thoſe Trealures ye enſbrine, 
Held only deare, becauſe bid from our Sights, 
Your pure and burniſh'd Gold,your Diamonds fine, 
Snow- paſſing Ivory that the Eye delights. 
Nor Se«- of thoſe deare Wates are in you found | 
Vaunt not, rich Pearle, red Corrall which doſtir 
A fond defire in Fooles to plunge your Ground , 
Theſe all more faireare to be had in Her : 
4 i Oe Corrall, Diamond, Suns, Gold, 
T;&,Neck, Lips, Heat, 6 cs,Haire arc to behold, 


When |} 
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\VAYGry Nature now had wonderfully wrought 
All Azriſtellas Parts, except her Eyes, 
To make thoſe T wins two Lamps in Beaxties Skies, 
She Counſell of her Starry Sexare fought. 
Mar: and polo firſt did her advile, 
To wrap in Colour Black, thoſe Comets bright, 
Thet Love him ſo might foberly diſguiſe, 
And unpereeived Wound at every Sight. 
Chaſte Phabe ſpake for pureſt azure dies z 
But Jove and Yenw green about the rights | 
To frame thought belt, as bringing molt Delight, 
That to pin'd Hearts Hope might tor aye ariſe - 
Nature | all ſaid] a Paradiſe of green 
There plac'd, to make all love which have them ſeen, 


SON, 


NIC while the Night her ſable Vaile hath ſpred, 
And filently her relty Coach doth rolle, 
Rowling with Her from Teths azure Bed, < 
Thoſe ſtarry Nyzwphs which dance about the Pole, 
While Cyn:hia in pureſt Cipres cled, 
The Latmias Shepheard in a Trance deſcries, 
And looking pale from height of all the Skies, 
She dies her Beauties in a bluſhing Red, 
While S/:ep (in Triumph) cio(ed bath all Eyes, 
And Brrds, and Bealts a Silence {weet do keep, 
And Pretexs monſtrous People in the Deep, 
The Winds and Waves (hulht up) to reſt entiſe, 

I wake, I tarne, I weep opprett with Paine, 
Perplex'd in the Mcangers of my Braines 


Þ 3 Sleep, 
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(ov carey Child,ſweet Fatber of ſoft Reſt, 
Prince whoſe __ Peaceto all Mortals brings, 

Indifferent Holt to Shepheards and to Kings, 

Sole Comforter of Minds which are 6ppreſt. 

Loe, by thy Charming Rod all breathing Things 

Lie lumbring,with Forgettulneſle poſſeſt, 

And yet o're me to ſpread thy drowſie Wings 

Thou fpar'ſt {alas) who cannot bethy Guelt. 

- SinceI am thine, O come, but withthat Face 

To inwaid Light which thou art wont to ſhew, 

With fained Solace caſc a true felt Woz ; 

Orif deafe God thou do deny that Grace, 
Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeatb, 
I long to kifle the /nvage of my Death. 


SON, 


Pa": Moone who with thy cold and filver Shine, 

Makes {weet the Horror of the dreadfull Nigbr, 

Delighting the weake Eye with (miles divine, 

Which Phebm darels with his too much Light, 

Bright Queen of the firſ# Heaven,it in thy Shrino 

By turning oft,and Heavens eternall Might, 

Thou haſt not yet that ovce ſweer Fire of thing 

Endemion,forgot, and Lovers Plight : 

It Cauſe like thine may Pity breed in thee, 

And Pity ſomewhat elle to it obtaine, 

$jace thou baſt Power of Dreames as well as He 

That holds the golden Rod, and Morall Chaine : 
Now while Sheleepsin dolefull Guiſe her Show, 
Thele Teares.qnd the black Map of all my Wor. 


L»mpe 


Ee OI TELLS a. + 


POEMS. 


SON. 


Ampe of Heavens Chriſtall Hall that brings the - 
Eye-dazeler, whe makes the ugly Night (Houres, 
At tby Approach flie to ber ſlumbry Bowres, 
And fills the World with Wonder and Delight. 
Life of all lives, Death-giver by thy flight 
To the ſouth Pole from theſe ſixe Signes of ours, 


| Gold-(mith of all the Stars, with Silver brighe 


Who Moone enamells, Apelles of the Flowers, 
eAb from thoſe watry Plaines thy golden Head 
Raiſc up,and bring the ſo long lingring Aforxe, 
A Grave,nay Hell,I find become this Bed, 
This Bed ſo grievouſly where [ am torne - 
Bur woe is me though thoa now brought the Day, 
Day ſhall but ſerve moe Sorrows todilplay, 
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| And ſcorning Skies hey Flowres in Rain- bows beareth, 


LN When Birds frow ſhady Groves their Love forth warble, 
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| © SONG. 
Twe the time when to our Northerne Pole © 
The brighteſt Lampe of Heaven begins to rolle, 
When Earth mord wanton in new Robes appeareth, 


On which the Aire'nyoift Diamond: doth bequeath, 
Which quake to fetlt the kiſſiog Lephires breath : 


And Sea-like Heaven, Hraven looks like ſmantheſt Mar- 
When [ in ſimple conrſe free from all Cares, (ble, 
Fo from the nwddy Worlds inflaving ſnayes. 
By Oras flowry Bankes alone did wander : 
Ot® that ſports her like to o/d Meander, 
A Floud more worthy Fame and laiting praiſe 
T hen that ſo bigh which Phactons fall did raiſe : 
By whoſe prere moving Glaſſe the Milke- white Lillies 
Do areſſe their tre ſſes avd the Daffadillies, 
Where Ora with aWood i crown'd about Ws | 
Anil ſeems) forgets the way ow to come on, 
PA phace there tv, where a delicious Fountaine 
Springs from the ſwelling bre#t of « prowd Mountaine, 
Wheſe fall-ng Streames the quiet Cavernes wonnd, 
And wake the Echoes ſhrill reſound that ſound. 
The Lawrell there the ſhing Chann:!! gracer, 
The Palm her Love with | ng ftretch'd Ar ms embraces, | 
The Poplar ſpread: ber Branches to the Shre, 
And hides from ſight that azure Canopy. 
The Streams the Trees the Trees their leaves till nowiſh, 
That Place grave Winter finds 168 without flouriſh, 
If lroing Eye: Elyhhan fii/dsrevuld fee 
Thu little Arden might Blyfinm be, 
Of: did Dina there her ſelfe repoſe, 
- Mad Nas the Actdaiia Naees excloſe, 
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The Nymplis ft kere their backers bring with Flow 19, 
And Anadems weave for their Paramonrs, 
The Sutyres in thoſe ſhades are heard to langniſh, 
And make the Shephearads partners of thery anguiſh, 
The Shepheards.who im Barkes of tender Trees 
Do grave their Lover, Diſdaines, and'Jealonuſics : _ 
which Phillis when there by Her Flocks ſhe feedeth; © |. £ 
With Pitty now, anon, with langhter readith, Kit 
\Neare to this place when Sun in midſt of D ay bh 
In higheſt top of Heavenhus Coach did ſtay, 0 = 
And ( as ndviſmg) on bus Careey glanced 
a As all along that morne he had advanced 
| Hu panting Steeds along thoſe Firlds of light, 
Adoft princely looking from that glorious height t 
When moſt the Gra(hoppers are heardgvn Mcadowt a If -1 
And lefiieſt Pines or ſmall,or have roſhagew: : | o 
It was my hap, O wofull hap ! to b4ge L ”,, 
Where thickeſt (hades me from all Raies did hide, _—_ 
In a faire Arbor,'twas ſome >ylvans Chamber, W- 
Whoſe Seeling ſprea was with the Locks of Amber fk 
Of wvew bloom'd Sicamors, F lore wrought with Flow'rs, "oY 
More ſweet and rich than theſe in Princes Bow'rs. __- 
Here Adon bluſh't,and Clitia all ams:2:44 " 
Looke pale, with Hrm who im the Fountaine gazed, - © 
The Amaranthus /m{'d,crd that ſweer Boy 
Which ſcmetime was the God of Delos joy : 
T he br ave Carnation, fpeckled Pinke here ſhined, =. 
The Uiolet her fainting Head declined | F 
| Beneath a fleepy Chaſbow,all cf Gold IT 
Z The Marigold her leaves did here unfold. 9 
,, Now while that raviſh'd with del:ght and wonder, > 
Halfe'in atrance 1 lay thoſe Arches under, = 
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The ſe aſn, ſilence, place, begant' entiſe, MY "ig 
Ejer qrowſie (1d1 to bring Neg bs ou therr Skjes, + © 7 
Which ſoftly having ſtel!en themſelves together » = nth, ©. 
(Like evenieg Cloxds ) me plac'd 1 wet nor mt tc beret, - 
"OOO Og: © Sod 
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' ArComamdrleave the Fort which they ſhould heey, 
Ay _—_ by one gave place to Sleep, 
Who folowed with a troupe of golden Slumber: 
Thraft from my quiet Brame all baſe encumbors, 
«And thrice me truching with his Rod of Gold, 
A Heav'n of Vifions in my Temples rolld, 
To countervaile thoſe Pleaſures were bereft me, 
Thus in bu filent Priſon clei'd be left me. 

Me thong ht throwgh all the nerighbowr Woods 4 noiſe 
Of Quairiſters, more ſweet then Late or voice, 
 ( For thoſe harmonmons ſound: to Jove are given 

By the ſwift touches of the nine-ftrimg'd Heaven, 
Such airer,and nothing elſe ) did wound mive Eare, 
No Soule but would become all Eave to heave : | 
And whilft 1 It eng lay,O lovely wonder ! ' 
1 ſaw 4 pleaſant Mirtle cleave aſunder ; 
A Mirile great with birth, from whoſe rent wowbe 
Three naked Nymphs more white than Snow forth come, 
For Nymphs they ſeems'd, about their beavenly faces 
InWaves of Gold floted their curling Trefſes, 
Abowt their armertheir Armes more white than milke, 
They bluſhing Armlets wore of crimſon Silke, 
The Goddeſſes were ſuch that by Scamander, 
Appeared to the Phrygian Alexander: 
Aglaia and her Sifters ſueb percbance 
Be when about ſome ſacred Spring they dance. 
But ſcarce the Grove their naked Beanties graced, 
And on the Verdure had each other traced, 
When to the Floud they rau,the Flond in Robes 
Of curling Chriftall their brefſts Ivory Globes 
Did all abowt incircle, yer took pleaſure 
Toſhow white Suows throughout hey lignid Azvre. 

Look how Prometheus Man when heavenly fire 
Firſt gave him Breath, Daies Braudondid admire, | 
Jnd wondred at this Worlds Amphitheater: 
Sogaz'd [ on thoſe new gueſts of the Water. 
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All three were faire, yet one excel d a far 
The reſt as Phczbus doth the Cyprian Star, 
Or Diamonds, ſmall Gem1,or Gems do other, 
Or Pearls that (hning ſhell is calfd their Mother, 
= Haire more bright than are the Mornings Beamos 
ung in a golden(hewer above the Streamer, 
And dangling ſought her fore- head for to cover, 
Which ſeen did ſtraight a Skie of Milke diſcover, 
With two faire Brows, Loves Bows which never bend 
But that a golden Arrow forth they ſend. 
Beneath the which two barning Planers glancing 
Fla(ht flames of Love, for Love here ſtill us dancing. 
Her ether Cheeke reſembled blaſhing Morne, 
Or Roſes Gueles in field of Lilies borne 
*T wixt which an Ivory Wall ſofanre is raiſed, 
That it is but abaſed when it's prarſed. 
Hey Lips lihe Rows of Corrall ſoft did ſwell, 
And th* one hke th' other only dothexceb: 
The Tyrian Fi(h looks pale,pale look the Roſes, 
The Rubies pale, when month ſwiet Cherrycloſer. 
Her Chim lhe filver Phoebe did appeare 
Darke im the midſt to make the reſt more cleave : 
Hey Neck ſcem'd fram'd by carroue Phidias Matter, 
Moſt ſmooth, moſh whiiepaprece of AlabaFter, 
T wo foaming Billows flow'd upon her breſt, 
Which did their tops with Corral red encreft : 
There all about as Brooks them ſport at leiſurs, 
With Circling Branches veines did ſwelt in azure : 
Within theſs crooks are only found theſe Iſles 
Which Fortunate the dreaming old World ftiles. 
Thereft the Streame 1 did hide, but as a Lilly 
Sunkg in a Chriſt al faire tranſparent Belly. 
I who yet humane weakne ſe did not know, 
(For yet I had not felt that Archers Bow, 
Nor &:uld I thivke that from the coldeſt Water 
Tle w nged Yongling burning Flames could ſcatter) 
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On every part my vagabouding fight 

Did caſt and drowne mine Eyes in ſweet Delight, 
O wondrous thing (ſaid I) that Beauty « named ! 
Now [ perceive [ beretsfore have dreamed, 

And never found in all my flying Daies 

Joy unto this, which only merits praiſe. 

Ms) pleaſures have been paines, my comforts croſſes, 
My treaſure poverty, my gaines but loſſes. 

O precioxe fight ! which none doth elſe deſcry 
Except the burning Sun,and quivering I, 

And yet O deare-bought Sight ! O wonld for ever 
I might enjoy yow,or hat joy'd you never ! 

© happy Flow ! if ſo ye might abide, 

Tet ever glory of this Moments Pride, 

Adjure your Rillets all for to behold Her, 

And in their Chriſftall Armes to come and fold Mey ; 
And fith je may not long this Bliſſe embrace, 
Draw thouſand Poxrtraits of Her on your Face, 
Porrtraits which im my Heart be more apparent, 
If like to yours my Breſt but were tranſparent. 

O that { were while She doth in you play, 

A D aalphine to tranſport Her to rhe Sea ! 

To noxe of all thoſe Gods I would Her render, 


. FromThule to Inde though I ſhould with Her wander. 


Oh ! what is this ? the more [ fixe mme Eye, 
AMine Eye the more new Wonder: doth eſpie, 
The more I fpie, the more in wncoxth faſhion 
My Sonle is raviſhd in a pleaſant paſſion. 
But looks mor Eyes, ( as more I wowld bave ſaid ) 
A ſound of ratling Wheeles me all diſmaid, 
And with the ſound forth from the trembling Puſhes, 
With forme liks courſe a ſumptuous Charior ruſhes, 
A Chariot all of Gold the Wheeles were Gold, 
The Na'les and Axel Gold o» which it roll d1 
The wpmoft part 4 Scarlet V aile did cover, 
MM ore rich thaw Danacs Lap ſpred with ber Lower, 
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In midſt of it in a triumphing Chaire, 
A Lad) ſate miracalouſly faire, 
Whoſe penſive Countenance,and looks of Honey, 
Do more allare the mind that thinketh on Hey, 
Than the moſt wanton Face and amorons Eyes, 
That Amathns or flowry Paphos ſees, 
A Crue of Virgins made a Kiug about Her, 
The Diamond (he they ſeem the Gold without Her, 
Such Thetis s when tothe Billows rore 
With Mermaids nice (he danceth onthe Shore : 
S0 in a ſable Night the Suns bright Siſter 
Among the leſſer twinckiing Lights doth glifter 
Faire Toakss of Ermelines whoſe Colony paſſe 
The whiteſt Snows on aged Grampivs Face, 
More ſwift than Venus Birds this Chariot guided 
To the aſteniſh'd Bankg,where as it bided: 
But long it did not bide, when poore theſe Streames 
Aye me it made, tranfþorting thoſe rich Genes, 
£AAniby that Burthen lighter, ſwiftly drived 
Till (as me thought ) it at a Tow'r arrived: 

Upon a Rock of Chriftall fining cleare 
With Diamonds wrought this Caſtell did appeare, 
Who riſing ſpires of Gold ſo high them reared 
That Atlas-lthe it ſeem'dihe Heaven they beared. 
Amidſt which Hights on /{rcbes did ariſe 
( Arches which guilt Flames brandiſh to the Skies) 
Of arking Tepacesr, Proud, Gorgeona, Ample, 
(Like toalule Heaven ) a ſacred Temple, 
The Wall: no Windows have, nay all theWall 
[« but ene Windew, Night there doth not fall 
Alore when the Sun to Weſterne Worlds declineth, 
Than in ow Zenith when at Noone He fhineth, 
Two fl iming Hills the paſſage ſtrait defend 
Which to this radiant Building doth aſcend, 
yon whoſe Arching topson a Pilaſtre 
A Port ſtand; #pen,raiv'd in Loves Diſaitie 


& i dug of theſe farall Shadows dig bereave me, 
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For none that murrow Bridge and gate 041 paſſe, 
Who have their Faces ſeen in Venus Glaſſe. 
If thoſe withm, but to come forth do venter, 
That ftately Place againe they never emer. 
The Precintt's firengthened with « Dutch of Feare!, 
In which deth ſwell « Lakg of Inky Teares 
Of madding Loverr,who ab1de thery moaning, 
end thicken even the Aire with pitiona groaning. 
This Hold to brave the Shes the Deltines fraw'd, 
And then the Fort of Chaſtity «& nen'd. 
The Qneen of the third Heaven once to appall it, 
The God of Thrace Here brought who could not thrall it; 
For which he vow'd ne're Arm! more to put on, 
LInd on Riphean Hilswas beard to groan. 
Here Plyches Lover buy les bus Darts at randon, 
Which all for nonght him ſerve, as doth bis Brandon. 
What grievous Agony did invade my Mind? 
When is that Place my Hope I ſaw confin'd, 
Where with bigh-towring Thoughts I only reacht her, 
Which did burne wp their Wings when they approacht her, 
Me thought I ſet me by a Cypreſle ſhade, 
Lind Night and Day the Hyacimtbe there read ; 
And that bewailing Nighting ales did borrow 
Plants of my Plaint, and ſorrows of my Sorrow, 
At food was Worm-woed, mine own T eares my drinke, 
My reſt, ov Death and ſad Miſhaps to thinke, 
And for ſuch Thoughts to have my Hear: enlarged, 
And taſe mine Eyes with brinie Tribute charged, 
Over 4 Brook I laid my pining Face : 
Bat then the Brooke as griev'd at my Diſgrace, 
A Face Mt (bew'd ſo pin'd, ſad, ovey-clouded, 
That at the Sight afray'd mine Eyes them ſhrowded, 
Thu s the gaerdon Lovethu u the Gaine, 
In end which to thy Servants doth remanne. 
More wonld | ſay ; when Feare made Sleep tolrave me, 
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But ah alas ! inſtead to dreame of Love, 
AndWoees, I now them imeffett did prove : 


For what into my troubl 'd Braine was yainted, 
Awak'd I found that Time and Place preſented. 


SONNETS. 
A H burning Thoughts now let metake ſome Reſt, 
And your tumultgous Broyles « while appeaſe: 

Is't not enough, Stars, Fortune, Love moleſt 
Me all at once, but ye n-ult too diſpleaſe? 
Let Hope (though falſe) yet lodge within my breſt, 
My tigh Attempt (though dangerous) yet praiſes 
What thoughlI trace not right Heavens ſteppy waes, 
It doth ſuffice my Fall ſhall make me bleſt. 
I do not doat on Dajes, I feare not Death, 
So that my Life be good, I wiſh't not long; 
Lerme Renown'd live fromthe Worldly Throng, 
And when Heaven liſts, recall this borrowed Breath, 

Men but like Viſions are, Time all doth claime, 

He lives who dies co win a laſting Name. 


SON. 
ko learned Grecian who did lo excell 
In Knowledge paſſing Senſe, that he is nam'd 
Ot all the after Worlds D:v:xc, doth tell 
That all the Time when firſt our Soules are fram'd, 
Ere in theſe Manſions blind they come to dwell, 
They live bright Rayes of that Eternal light, 
And others ſec, know, love, in Heavens great height, 
Not toyid with onght to Reaſon do rebell. 
It is moſt erue, for (traight at the firſt fight , |, 
My Mind me told that in ſome other place + 
It elſewhere ſaw th' [de of that face, 
And lov'da love of Heavenly pure delight. 
What wonder now [ feele to faire a flame, 
Sith 1 hcr loy'd ere on this Zertb She came? 
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Or Arne, nor Adincine,nor ſtately Tiber, 
Sebethus, nor the Flood into whoſe (treumes 
fell who burat the world with borrowed beames, 
alc 7 T ag uns, Munda, famous Iber, 
wankes , Loire, Garron, nor proud-banked Seine, 
| enens,Phaſs Xanthws, bumble Laden, 
She whoſe Nymphes exceil her loved Adon : 
FFaire T.awefis, nor [ter large, nor Rheme, | 
Wes Wer T igrs, Indus, Hermus, Gange, 
Hydatpes, Serpent-like Meanger, 
* loud which robbed Hero of Leander, 

Ne ile that far far bis hidden Head doth range, 
| " Have ever had (o rare a cauſe of praile, 
As Ore where this Northerne Phenyx (tayes, | 
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O heare my plaints faire River Chriltalline | \ 
Þ Thou in a(ilent lumber ſeems to (tay, ; 
E = Delicious Flowers Liily and Columbine, {TT 
"Y e bow your Heads when my Woes diſplay. tt 
Yr - orreſts1n you the Mirtle, Palme and Bay, Tt 
_=Have had compallion lining to my groancs, C: 

>The Winds with ſighs bave ſolemniz'd my moanes | Sp 
7) To ,which whilper'd what they could not ſay, $9! 

by ves, the Rocks, the Hills, the Sy/vans Thrones, F He 
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{As it even pitty did in them appeare,) Al 
$ aveat my ſorrow rent their ruthleſſe tones, Thi 
h thing I find hath ſence except my Deare, An 

4 -th Who doth not thiake I love, or willnot know H 


2 Wy Griefe, perchance delighting in my woe, 


” | Sweet 


o 
> 
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Weet Brook, in whoſe cleare Chriſtall I my eyes 
Have oft ſcen great in labour of their teares, 
Enamnell'd Banke whoſe ſhining gravell beares 
Theſe ſad Characers of my muticries; 
High Woods,whoſe mounting tops menace theSphears, 
Wild Citizens, Amphions of the Trees, 
You gloomy Groves at hotteſt Noons which freere, 
Ehfian (hades which Pbehwe never cleares; 
Valte ſolitary Mountaines, pleaſant Plaines, 
Embroydred Meads that Ocear-wales you reach ; 
Hills, Dales, Springs, All whom my fad cry conltraines 
To take part ot iny plaiats,and learne woes (peech, 
Willthat remoricleſle faire c're pity (how? 
Of gracenow anſwer it ye ought know 3 No, 


SON, 


| \ Ith flaming Horns the Bu now brings the yeare, 


Melt do the Aſourtains rouling flouds of Snow, 
Thelilver Rivers in {mooth Channels flow, 
The Late-bare Woogs green Anadeams do weates 
The Nighttopall forgetung Wirters wor, 


Cals up tht lazy, Afor xe her notes to heme, 


Spread are thuie Fiow'ts which names of Prixces bear, 
Some red, ſome azure, white, and golden grow. 

Here lowes a Hetter,thete be-wailing (tra /cs 

A hut melefie Lamve, not far a Stag rebounds ; 

The Shephcards livg tograz'ing flocks {weet Layes, 
And all about the Ecchoing Aire reſounds, 

Hils, Dalzs, Woods, Flouds,* ev'ry thing doth chavoge, 
But She in r:gowr, [in Love aa licange, 
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Hat I fo ſlenderly fet forth my Mind, 
Writing I wot not what in ragged Rimes, 
Orecharg'd with draſſe in theſe ſo golden Times 
When others towre fo high, wm left behind - 
I crave not Phabw leave his ſacred Cell 
To bind my Brows with freſh Aonran Baies; 
x lexve't tothoſe whoruning Sweeteſt Laies 
By Tempe fit, or Aganippes Well; 
Nor yet to Venuwu Tree do [ aſpire, 
Sith She for whom 1 might affc& that praiſe, 
My belt attempts with cruell words gainſaics, 
And I feek not that others me admire, 


Of weeping AMyrrhe the Crowne is which ] crave, 


With a ſad Cypreſs to adorne my Grave. 
MADRIGALLT, 


\V/ V Hen as She ſmiles ] find 
More hght before mime Eyes, 
Than when the Sun from Inde 
Brings to our World « flywry Paradiſe : 
Bui when She gently weeps, 
Ang poures forth pearly ſhowers, 
On cheeks faire bluſhing flowers, 
A ſweet melancholy my ſenſes keeps, 
Both feed ſo my diſeaſe, 
So much both do me pleaſe, 
T bat oft I doubt, which more my beart doth burye, 
Love to behold her ſmile, or Putty mowrne, 
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M: Teares may well N«mid/or Lious tame, 
And Pity breed into the hardeſt heare 

That ever Fyrrba did to Maid impart, 

WhenShe them firſt of bluſbing Rocks did frame: 


| AbEycs which only ſerve to waile my ſmart, 


we, | 


' Howlong will you wy inward Woes proclaime, 


* May 't not ſuffice you beare a — Part 
; All Night,at day but you muſt do the ſame ? 


\ 
' 


Cealc 1dle Sighs to ſpend your Stormes in vaine, 


: And theſe ſweet filent thickets to moleſt, 


Containe you in the Priſon of my Breſt, 

You donot caſe but aggravatemy Paine; 
Or if burſt forth you muſt, that Tempeſt move 
Inſight of ber whom I ſo dearely love. 
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| Y Oareſtle(ſe Seas appeaſc your roaring Waves, 


And you who raiſe huge Mountaines in that Plaing 


: Aires Trumpeters, your hideous ſounds containe, 
* Andliſten tothe plaints my griefe doth cauſe, 


Eternall Lights ! thongh aJamantine Laws 


: Of Deſtinics to move [till you ordaine, 
* Turne bither all your Eyes,your Axels pauſe, 


: And wonder at the Torments I ſuſtaine. 


Sad Earth, if thou made dull by my diſgrace 

Be not as icnlcletſc, aske thoſe Powers above 

Why they jo crolt a Wretch brought on thy Face, 

Fram'd for n:i(hap, th' Anachorir of Love, 

; Andbidthem(that no more Ermars may burne) 
To Er:maenh' or Rhodepe mc turne. 
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| Fcroſt with all miſhaps be my poore Life, 
If one ſhort day I never (pert in mirth, 
If my Spit with it ſelfe bolds laſting ſtrife, + 
If ſorrows death is but new ſorrows birth; | 
If this vaine World be but a mournfull Stage, 
Where ſlave-borne Man plaics to the laughing Stars, 
If Youth be toſs'd with Love, with Weakneſle Age, 
If Knowledge ſerves to hold our Thoughts in Wars, 
It Time can cloſe the hundred Menths of Fame, 
And make what's long ſince paſt, like that's to be, 
It Yertxe only be an Idle Name, 
If being borne I was but borne to dye ; 
Why {cek I to prolong theſe loathblome daics ? 
The faireſt Roſe in ſhorteſt time decaies. 


SON. 
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Ll other Beauties how(oe're they (ſhine 

In Haires more bright than is the golden Ore, 
Or checks more faire than faireſt Eglantine, 
Oc bands like hers that comes the Sun beſore : 
Match'd with that Heavenly Hew,and ſbape divine, 
With thoſe deare Stars which my weak thoughts adore, 
Look but as ſhaddows, or if they be more, 
It 15 inthis, that they are like to thine. 
Who ſees thoſe Eyes,their torce that doth not prove? | 4 
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Who gazeth on the dimple of that chin, " 

And finds not Yenw Son entrench'd therein, , 

Or hath not ſence, or knows not what is Love? X 
To ee thee had Narc:ſu bad the grace, Is 


He would have died with wondriog on thy Face. | *, 
| Ti Er 
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SEXTAIN, 
He Heaven doth not cont aine ſo many Stars, 
T ww levell'd le ſo many leaves in Woods, , 
When Autamne a»d cold Boreas ſound their Wars, 
So many Waves have not the Ocean Floods, 
' As my torn Mind bath torment: all the Night, 
And Heart ſpends Sighs,when Phoebus brmegs the Light, 


Why was I made a Partner of the Light, 
Who croſt in birth, by bad afþett of Stars, 
Have never fince had happy Day nor Night? 
* Why was not { a liver in the Woods, 
Or Citiz.ex of Thetis chriſtall Floods, 
But fram'd a Man for Love and Fortunes Wars? 


I look each Day when Death ſhould end the Wars, 

Unciwill Wars twixt Senſe and Reaſons Light: 

My Paines [ count to Moantaines, Meads and Floods, 4 
* And of my ſorrow Pariners mak: the Stars, 

All Deſolate I haunt the ſearfull Woods, 

When I (how!d grove my ſelfe to reſt at Night, 


With watchful Eyes I ne'r behild the Night 
Mother of Peace, but ah to me of Wars, 
And Cynthia Ouren like ſhining through the Woods, 
"0! Dar ftra'ghet m0 amps —_ 5 my ard whoſe Light 
My Judgement d1z1'd, paſſing brighteſt Stars, 
; | Andthenmy Eyes in-iſle themſelves with Floods, 


T wrne to their Springs againe firſt ſhall the Floods,' 
Cleare ſhall the Sun the ſad and gloomy Night, 
| To dance abort the Pole ceaſe (hall the Stars, 
| The Elements renew their ancient Wars 
' | hal! firſt, ard be depriv'd of Place and Light, 
rig Fre I find reſt in City, Fields, or Woods, 
C 3 
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End theſe my daies you Inmates of the Woods, 
Taks this my Life ye deep and raging Flouds, 
Sun never riſe to clears me with thy Light, 
Horror a#d Darknefſe keep « /aftimg Night, 
Conſume me Care with thy rmteſtine Wars, 
And flay your Influence o're me bright Stars. 


In vaine the Stars,th' Inhabitants o'th' Woods, 
Care, Horror, Wars [ call and raging Floods, 
For all bave ſworne no Night ſhall dim wy Sight, 


SON. 


La_- Bluſh enpurpling Cheekes, pure 8Kies 
With crimſon Wings which (pred thee like the 
O baihfall look ſent from thoſe ſhining eyes, ( Morne, 
Which though (lid down on Earth doth Heaven adorne, 
O Tongue in which moſt luſhious NeQar lies, 
That can at once both bletle and make forlorne, 
Deare corrall Lip which Beauty beautifies, 
That trembling (toad before her words were borne, 
And you her Words, Words no, but golden Chaines 
Which did inſlavemy eares, enſnar< my (oule, 
Wile Image of her Mind, Mind that containes 
A powerall Power of Sexes for to controule : 

So ſweetly you from Love diſſwade do me, 

That I love more, if more my Love can be. 


Sound 


od 
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cou hoarſe ſad Lute,truc witneſſeof my woe, 
And ſtrive no more to cal (elſe-cholen paine 
With ſoule-enchanting ſounds, your accents ſtraine 
Unto thele teares incetſantly which flow. 
Sag ſreeble weep, and you dull Baſſes ſhow 
Your Maſters ſorrow is 4 delefall trains ; 
Let vever joyfull Hand upon you go, 
Nor Confort keep but when yon do complaine, 
Flie Phebws Raves, abbor the irkeſore Light, 
Woods ſolitary ſhades for thee are deſt, 
Or the black horrours of the black: ſt Night, 
When all the #074 fave Thou and [| dorelt : 
Then found (ad Lute and bcare a mourning part, 
Thou Hell canlt move, though not a Womans Heart. 


SON, 


N vaine I haunt the cold and Silver Spriogs, 
To quench the F ever burning in my veines, 
In vaine ( Loves pilgrim) Mountaines, Dales and Plains 
] over-run,vaine help long avſc nce brings, 
In vaia my Friends your Countell mc conſtraines 
To fly, and place my Thoughts on other things; 
Abhlike the Bird that fired hath ber Wings, 
The more /move the greater are my panes, 
Deſire (alas) Defpre a Zenxi new, 
From th' Ortent borrowing Gold, from Wefterne $kies 
Heavenly Cinabre, (cts before my Eyes 
In every place, her Haire, (weet look, and Huez 
That flieyrun, reſt Z,all doth prove but vaine, 
My life lics in thoſe Eyes which hbaye ag [laine, 
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Lide foft faire Forth, and make a Chriſtall Plaine, 
Cnt your white Locks,and on your foamy Face 
Let not a wrinkle be, when you embrace 
The Boat that Earrhs Pe felt ions doth containe. 
Wings wonder,and through wondring bold your page ; 
Or if that ye your hearts cannot reſtraine 
Fromſcnding ſighs, feelrmyg 4 Lovers Caſe, 
Sigh,and in her faire haire your ſclves enchaine. 
Or take theſe ſighs which a>tence makes ariie 
From my oppreſled breſ?, and fill the taile's, 
Or ſome {weet breath new brought from Paradiſe - 
The flouds do ſmile, Love cre the winds prevules; 
And yet buge Waves ariſe, the caule is this, 
The Oceas (trives with Forth the Boat to kiſle, 


SON. 


Ruſt not ſweet ſoule thoſe curled waves of Gold 
Withgentlc Tides that on yaur Te »ples flow, 
Nor Temples {pred with Flakes of Virgin now, 
Nor ſnow of Checks with Tyrian graine enrold. 
Truſt not thoſe (ſhining Lights which wrought my woe, 
When firſt I did their azure Raies behold, 
Nor voice, whoſe ſounds more (trabge efteAts do ſhow 
Than of the T bracian Harper have been told - 
Look to this dying L:#, fading Keſe, 
Darke Hyacinthe,of late whote bluſhing Beamrs 
Made all the neighbouring herbs and grafſe rejoyce, 
And ttmke how little is 'twixt Lifes extreames ; 
The crueil Tyrant that did kill thoſe Flow'rs 
Shall once, ae me, not ſpare that*Spring of yours. 
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I N Minds pure Glaſſe when I my ſelfe behold, 
And lively ſee how my beft dues are ſpent, 
What clouds of care above my head arerold, 
What comming il], which I cannot prevent : 
My courſe begun [ wearjed do repent, 
And would embrace what Reaſos oft bath told, 
But ſcarce thus thinke I, when Love bath controld 
All the beſt reaſons Reaſon could invent. 
Though ſure 1 know my labours end 1s griefe, 
The more l {trive that I the more ſhall pine, 
That only death (hall be my laſt reliete : 
Yet when I thinke upon that face divine, 
Like one with Arrow ſhot,in laughters place, 
Maugre my Heart, | joy in my diſgrace. 


SON. 


Eare Quiriſter,who f;omthoſe ſhadows ſends 
Ere that che bluſhing Morne dare ſhew ber Light, 
Such fad lamenting (tra:nes, that Nighe attends 
( 3Bccomeall tare) Srars (tay to heare thy plight, 
It one whole gricte even reach of thought tranſcends, 
Whonce're | not jn a Dreame | did taſte Delight, 
May thee importane who like cafe pretends, 
And ſcems to joy in woe, in Woes deipight. 
Tell me {fo may thou Forrane milder try, 
And long long ling ) for what thou thus complaines, 
Since W:1wer's gone, and Sw» in dapled skie 
Enamour'd ſmiles on Woods and flowry Plaines ? 
The Bird, asif my queſtions did her move, 
With trembling wings ſigt!'d forth / love, { love. 
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ff Beauty, {wectneſſe inhumane, 
That night and day contends with my defire, 
And ſecks my bope to kill,not quench my fire, 
By Deatb, not Baulme to eaſemy pleaſant paine. 
Though ye my thoughts tread down which would aſpire 
And bonnd my blifſe, do not alas dildaine f 
That I your matehle(ſle worth and grace admire, 
And for their cauſe theſe torments ſharpe ſultaine. 
Let great Empedocles vaunt of his death 
Found in the midſt of thoſe Sicilian flames, 
And Phaeton that Heaven him reft of breath, 
And DedalsScn who nam'd the Samias (treames : 

Their haps I not envy,my praite ſhall be 

That tbe molt taice that lives mov'd me to dye. 


SON. 


He H [yper bovean Hills, Cer ann« Snow, 
Or Arimaſpre (cruell) firſt thee bred, 
The Cafpia» Tigers with their milke thee ted, 
And Faxne: did humane bloud on thee beſtow. 
Fierce Orithyas lover inthy bed 
Thee lull'd aſleep, where he enrag'd doth blow, 
Thou didſt not drinke the Flouds which here do flow, 
But teares, or thole by ycic Taxas Head. 
Sith thou diſdaines my love, negleAts my griefe, 
Laughsat my groanes,and ſtill attes my death : 
Ot thee, nor Heaven I'll ſeek no morereliefe, 
Nor longer evtertaine this ioathſome breath; 
But yeeld unto my Stars,that thou maielt prove, 
What loſe thou hadlt ig loling ſuch a Love, 


Phabu 


SONG. 
HOEBUS ##f, 
Pi. paint the ſable Skies 


With azure white,and red: 

Rowſe Memimons Mother from ber Tythong bed, 
That (he thy Careere may with Roſes ſpread, 

The Nighting ales thy comming each where (ing, 
Hake an eternal ſpring. 

Give life to this darke World which heth dead. 
Spread forth thy _ haire 

In larger locks than thou waſt wont before, 

And Empereur-like decore 

With Diadems of Pearle thy Temples faire 1 
Chaſe hence the wgly Night 

Which ſerve: but to make deare thy gloriom Light. 
Thu s that happy Morne, 

T hat day, long-wiſhed day, 

Of al! my life ſo darke, 

( If ervell Stars have not my raine ſworne, 

And Fatcs wy hopes betray ) 

Which ( parely white) deſerves 

An cverlaſting Diamond ſhowld it marks. 

Thu i the Morne ſbould bring unto this Grove 
My Low, to heare, and recompence my love. 
Faire King, who all preſerves, 

But ſhow thy bluſhing Beams, 

And thow tws ſmeeter Eyes 

Shall ſee then 1 boſe which by Peneus Streamers 
Did once thy beart ſarpriſe : 

Nay, Suns which ſhine as cleare 
A thou when two thou did'ſt ro Rome appeare. 


